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THE BLACK PROPHET 



AUTHOR'S PREFACE 

" A Tale of Irish Famine," published in a season of such un- 
paralleled scarcity and destitution as the present, when our 
countrymen are perishing in thousands for want of food, ought, 
one would imagine, to excite a strong interest in the breas ts of 
all those who can sympa^ ize with thjiia^U flcler su ttermgij so 
de bating and gightf uL That the perusal oftte present naira- 
fe may excite sucn an interest is not only the paramount 
wish of the author's heart, but constituted one of the purposes 
for which it was written. As it must, in this terrible crisis, 
be admitted that such a subject is one which involves the heart- 
rending consideration of life and death to an extent beyond all 
historic precedent, the author deems it necessary to state, at 
somewhat greater length, the motives which prompted him to 
select it. Having witnessed, last season, the partial, and in 
this the general failure of the potato crop, he anticipated, as 
every man must, the fearful visitation which is now almost 
decimating our wretched population; and it occurred to him 
that a narrative founded upon it, or, at all events, exhibiting 
through th e mfidiluiL.of fiction an a uthentic detail of all that 
our unhappy and neglectisd country has suffered, during past 
privations of a similar kind, might be calculated to awaken 
those who legislate for us into something like a humane per- 
ception of a calamity that has been almost perennial in the 
country. Other motives mingled with this. He ki^ew that the 
approaching destitution and misery would require all possible 
sympathy from every available source; and he hoped, as he 
has already said, that by placing before the eyes of those who 
had only heard of such inflictions faithful and unexaggerated 
pictures of all that the unhappy people suffer under them, he 
might, perchance, stir that sympathy into active and efficient 
benevolence, at a period when both were so wofully required. 
His object, however, went still farther. National inflictions of 
this kind pass away, and are soon forgotton by every one but 
those with whom they have left their melancholy memorials, 
to wit, the widow, the fatherless, the destitute, and all who 
look in vain around their desolate hearths for those on whose 
love and labour they had depended for the very means of sus- 
taining life. Aware of this, then, and knowing besides, that 
the memory of our Legislature is as faithless on such a subject 
as that of the most heartless individual among us, the author 
deemed it an act of public usefulness to his countrymen, to re- 
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X INTRODUCTION 

by viciousness against such of his countrymen, Protestant 
or Catholic, Nationalist or Loyalist, as he was temporarily 
opposed to. In The Black Prophet will be found neither 
sectarianism nor political propagandism. It is a genuine 
story of " hard times " in Ireland, by one who is admittedly 
supreme over all delineators of Irish life and character. 
Many other books by Carleton have gone out of print ; some 
of them are rightly forgotten. The Black Prophet, however, 
and one or two others of the same period, such as The 
Ihnigrants of Aliadarra, are eminently worthy of a wide 
popularity. In no other Irish stories can such deep human 
interest, such mingled humour and pathos, irresistibly spon- 
taneous and true, such masterly knowledge of the Irish 
peasantry, be met with.: In many places these books suggest 
the immortal Traits and Stories of the Irish Peasantry^ 
the work by which Carleton's name will be longest remem- 
bered, and even the Traits and Stories cannot show such 
intensely lurid descriptions as are to be found in one or two 
of the chapters on the famine in The Black Prophet, or 
more exquisite creations than the old patriarch and Dora 
McMahon in The Emigrants of Ahadarra. 

The present novel attracted very great attention at the 
time of its publication, and much praise was awarded to it 
by the leading critical journals of the period ; while its author 
was made the medium of various gifts of money towards the 
fund which was raised in England in aid of the peasantry's 
distress. Carleton expected great results from its popularity, 
in the direction of increased remuneration for his future 
works, and in the easier access to publishers, but he was over- 
sanguine. In an unpublished letter, now lying before me, 
and dated from London three years after the publication of 
the novel, he writes to his daughter : — 

" I called to Amen Comer, to Simms & Mclntyre's ^ Lon- 

* Simms & Mclntyre, of Belfast and London, were the publishers 
of " The Parlour Library," in which series four of Carleton's novels 
appeared. 



INTBODUCTION XI 

don establishment, and heard from an honest Englishman, 
who did not know who I was, that the sale of my works — 
especially The Black Prophet — is as extensive and active 
as when they first published them. This is a great ad- 
vantage, and I hope before another year to have reached 
snch a popularity as Dickens and Thackeray have at present, 
and consequently to have the English publishers at my feet 
and willing to come to my own terms." In another letter, 
he says, with some exaggeration : " You could not imagine 
my popularity, not only in London, but throughout England. 
My Black Prophet every one has read." So desirable a state 
of things from Carleton's point of view was unlikely to 
occur, and did not, in fact, occur. One or two London 
publishers did eventually issue books by him, but they were 
the works of his worst period, written when he had lost all his 
power, and their experiences with them were decidedly, and 
not unnaturally, discouraging. After 1848 Carleton wrote 
practically nothing worthy of his reputation. His work 
previous to that year had earned for him the proud titles of 
"a prose Bums," an " Irish^ Walter Scott," compliments 
which highly delighted him.! His physical likeness to 
Scott was much more unmistakable than the similarity of 
his books to the " Waverley Novels " ; but the title of " a 
prose Bums " might be sustaiij^d in many particulars. It is 
justified to a large extent by Carleton's strong human sym- 
pathies, his knowledge of the national life and idiom of his 
countrymen, his deep poetical feeling, his vigorous portraiture, 
and his inimitable and indomitable humour. The parallel 
might be still more closely drawn, perhaps, with regard to 
the character of the two men, for Carleton had all Burns' 
failings, but was without some of his good qualities. His 
career calls for a brief summary. 

He was the youngest of fourteen children, and was born 
on February 20th (Shrove Tuesday), 1794, in the townland of 
Prillisk, and parish of Clogher, Co. Tyrone, where his father, 
a pious and excellent man, held a small farm. Both his 
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parents were known far and wide for their extensive ac- 
quaintance with Irish legendary lore and minstrelsy, and 
their youngest son drank deep of their inexhaustible store of 
Irish tradition.^ Hence the wonderful knowledge of Irish 
habits and phraseology, which, in after years, he turned to 
such good account. His earliest education was obtained at a 
hedge-school, but he eventually acquired considerable learn- 
ing at one or two very good academies in his native county 
and in Louth. His father had set his heart upon one of his 
sons becoming a priest, and the future novelist was chosen 
for the sacred office. But Carleton had by this time formed 
certain views about the Catholic clergy, and even upon the 
religion of his fathers, which made it impossible to proceed 
further with the idea of making a priest of him. Soon af J)er, 
his father died. Carleton had so far seen little of Ireland, 
the north-eastern portion of the country being the only part 
with which he could be said to have had any actual acquain- 
tance. But the Carleton home was speedily broken up after 
the death of the father, and William Carleton soon set out 
on his travels, passing through all manner of rustic adven- 
tures, which are most graphically described in his deeply 
interesting Autobiography (published under the present 
writer's editorship in 1896), and were utilised largely by 
him in his stories. He had grown into a very tall, good- 
looking, athletic young fellow, famous for feats of daring 
and agility, noted as a dancer and as a wooer, and with, 
besides, a considerable reputation as a story-teller. In 
due time he found his way to Dublin, where, after some 
months of penury, he secured an appointment as tutor. 
While employed in this capacity, he met his future wife, a 
Miss Jane Anderson. He married on receiving an appoint- 
ment as clerk in the offices of the Sunday School Society 
of Dublin, his salary then being what he considered the 
handsome one of £60 a year. It was during his stay in 

I The original name of the family was O^Carolan. 
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this office that he began to write his earliest character- 
sketches and essays, which some of his friends pronounced 
admirable. 

In 1827 he made the acquaintance of the Rev. Caesar 
Otway, a picturesque writer upon Irish scenery and antiqui- 
ties, but one who was warped by sour bigotry and a deter- 
mined tendency to proselytism. Otway recognised Carleton's 
high intelligence, unequalled knowledge of the people, and 
saw that he would be of great service to him in his " No- 
Popery " crusade. . Carleton, having definitely abandoned his 
early faith, entered into the plan with all the zeal of the 
apostate, and commenced a series of sketches of peasant life 
for a magazine conducted by Otway. Some of these, very con- 
siderably toned down in wiser moments by their author, and 
relieved of some of the acrid bitterness imported into them by 
Otway himself, or at his suggestion, formed, with a few un- 
published sketches, the first series of the famous Traits and 
Stories published in two volumes in 1830. These tales im- 
mediately attracted special attention and a chorus of praise. 
Their success led to the publication of a second series, which 
came out in 1833, and was even more warmly received than 
the first, and ,at once fixed his position as the greatest 
living authority on Irish peasant life. As an Irishman 
would say, one can almost smell the turf " off them." 

English and Irish journals vied with each other in the 
praise they now bestowed upon Carleton, and he found 
several magazines open to his contributions. But he had a 
large family, and for many years was unable to live in even 
moderate comfort. Prices in Irish literary periodicals ruled 
very low, and it is very doubtful whether, with all his in- 
dustry, Carleton earned £150 a year. The Dublin Univer- 
sity Magazine, which was founded in 1833, welcomed all his 
contributions, and for a time paid for them at the rate of 
about sixteen guineas per sheet. That periodical was for 
many years the main resource of Carleton. Until 1838 he had 
written nothing but comparatively short stories or sketches 
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of character, and now, despite the warnings of his friends 
that his genius was unfitted to cope with the novel proper, 
he began to write Fardorougha the Miser, which was 
completed and published in 1839. : In this book, one of the 
best he ever wrote, the power and pathos displayed gave 
Oarleton an easy tnumph over those who had doubted his 
capacity for a more sustained flight than he had yet at- 
tempted. The novel was a conspicuous success, and even 
English critics, who hardly understood the emotional nature 
of the Celt, were greatly impressed by it. The Athenceum, 
in a comparison of Carleton's miser and Balzac's P6re 
Grandet, admitted the greater truth to life of the Irish 
novelist's creation. 

For the Irish Penny JournM, in 1840, Carleton wrote a 
most admirable series of Irish sketches called Tales and 
Stories of the Irish Peasanti*y, These were re-published 
later, with characteristic drawings by "Phiz," but have 
now been out of print for many years — a most inexplicable 
fact, for they are among Carleton's most humorous, most de- 
lightful writings. Valentine McClutchy, Body the Rover, 
and Fdddy-go-Easy followed the " Tales and Stories " very 
rapidly, and met with more or less success. But Carleton 
had, unfortunately, returned to his earlier habit of vituper- 
ation. Valentine McClutchy, which exhibits some of the 
most brilliant character-drawing in the whole range of 
Carleton's novels, and marvellous humour, is injured by the 
virulence of its attacks on the landlord class, whose enor- 
mities, great as they were, hardly justified such extreme 
venom as Carleton pours upon them. Body the Rover is 
weak and ineffective, while Paddy-go-Easy, intended by its 
author to cure the indolence and recklessness of his country- 
men, only exasperated them. They were, and are, highly 
offended at Carleton's implication that most Irishmen are 
like " Paddy-go-Easy." Nevertheless, there is a " power " 
of humour and of keen observation in the book. «2%e Black 
Prophet, which Carleton always believed to bo his beat story, 
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and its successors, The Emigrants of Ahadarra^ The Tithe 
Proctor J and Art Maguire, or The Broken Pledgej complete 
the list of the more notable works of this period of Carleton's 
life. Art Maguire is a first-rate Temperance story, perhaps 
the best that was ever written ; but the I%th£ Proctor, de- 
spite its occasional power, has done more to injure Garleton's 
&me than anything he ever wrote. Chafing under what 
he considered neglect by his countrymen, he assails them in 
this book with all the violence at his command. He enumer- 
ates all their genuine failings, exaggerates their few vices, 
conceals or belittles all their virtues, and, in short, con- 
tradicts and stultifies all his earlier record. This onslaught, 
delivered just after Carleton had received a Civil List pen- 
sion of £200 a year in answer to a petition from Ireland, 
which was most influentially signed by people of all parties 
and all religious beliefs, simply astounded the Irish public. 
The explanation of what seems to be gross ingratitude is 
that Carleton was mentally affected at the time. Constant 
addiction to stimulants had undoubtedly weakened his brain, 
and although some of the types in the novel are most deftly 
handled, the book is, on the whole, a failure. It is useless 
to disguise the fact that Carleton's greatest fault was his 
weakness of principle. He was prepared to write for any or 
every side provided he were paid for it. The one redeeming 
feature about this moral blur upon him is that he so passion- 
ately loved his family, so fondly doted upon his children, 
that he was prepared to go to any lengths if, by doing so, 
he could be iu a position to meet their every want. 

The remaining novels of Carleton do not call for mention, 
with the possible exception of Willy Reilly^ the most suc- 
cessful of all his writings, yet, in some measure, one of his 
feeblest. It has run through at least fifty large editions. 
But then it is founded upon an old romantic ballad which is 
famous all over Ireland, and the remembrance of the loves 
of Willy Reilly and his " dear Colleen Bawn " will sell 
Carleton's novel to the end. The Black Baronet, The 
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Sqtuinders of Castle Squander, etc, reflect no credit upon 
their author. They were written in times of decadence, and 
should be avoided by all who wish to get a favourable im- 
pression of Carleton's genius. He left behind him an unpub- 
lished novel, entitled Anne Cosgrave, which is a good deal 
better than much of his later published writings, and with 
careful pruning of the redundances and innuendoes character- 
istic of his worst books, might attract many readers. 

Carleton died in Dublin on January 30th, 1869, and was 
buried in Mount Jerome Cemetery. He was not personally 
popular with any section of his countrymen, but all ad- 
mired his genius. He was a peasant all his life, and never 
looked anything else. No writer has so intimately de- 
scribed Irish life — no other has ever known the people so 
thoroughly. The mystical side of the Celt has eluded his 
pen, but the every-day life of his native province is unap- 
proachably delineated, especially in his Traits and Stories, 
of which one good critic has well said : " No one who does 
not know the things he tells knows Ireland," and which 
another, in the Edinburgh, ^f^mew of many years ago, has 
most accurately described as " not only Iri^h, but thoroughly 
Irish, intensely Irish, exclusively Irish." "It is in his 
pages, and in his alone," says the same excellent writer, who 
has very severely criticised his faultier works, " that future 
generations must look for the truest and fullest, though still 
far from complete, picture of those who ere long will have 
passed away from that troubled land, from the records of 
history, and from the memory of man for ever." 

D. J. O'DONOGHUE. 



CHAPTER I 

GLENDHU, OR THE BLACK GLEN 

Some twenty and odd years ago, there stood a little cabin at 
the foot of a round hill that very much resembled a cupola 
in shape, and which from its position and great height com- 
manded a prospect of singular beauty. This hill was one of 
a range that ran from north to south-west, but in consequence 
of its standing, as it were, somewhat out of the ranks, its 
whole appearance and character as a distinct feature of the 
country were invested with considerable interest to a scienti- 
fic eye, especially to that of a geologist. An intersection or 
abmpt glen divided it from those which constituted the range 
or group we have alluded to ; through this, as a pass in the 
country^, and the only one for miles, wound a road into an 
open district on the western side, which road, about half a 
mile after its entering the glen, was met by a rapid torrent 
that came down from the gloomy mountains that rose to the 
left. The foot of this hill, which on the southern side was 
green and fertile to the top, stretched oflf and was lost in the 
rich land that formed the great and magnificent valley it 
helped to bound, and to which the chasm we have described 
was but an entrance ; the one bearing to the other, in size 
and position, much the same relation that a small by-lane 
in a country town bears to the great leading street which 
constitutes its principal feature. .^ 

Noon had long passed, and the dim sun of a wet autumnal 
day was sloping down towards the west through clouds and 
gloom, when a young girl, about twenty-one or twenty-two 
years of age, came out of the cabin we have mentioned, and 
running up to the top of a little miniature hill or knoll 
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2 THE BLACK PROPHET 

that rose beside it, looked round in every direction, as if 
anxious to catch a glimpse of some one whom she expected. 
It appeared, however, that she watched in vain ; for, after 
having examined the country in every direction with an eye 
in which might be read a combined expression of eagerness, 
anger, and disappointment, she once more returned to the 
cabin with a slow and meditating step. This she continued 
to do from time to time for about an hour and a half, when 
at length a female appeared approaching, whom she at once 
recognized. 

The situation of this hovel, for such, in fact, it must be 
termed, was not only strikingly desolate, but connected also 
with wild and supernatural terrors. From the position of 
the glen itself, a little within which it stood, it enjoyed only 
a very limited portion of the sun's cheering beams. As the 
glen was deep and precipitous, so was the morning light 
excluded from it by the north-eastern hills, as was that of 
evening by those which rose between it and the west. In- 
deed, it would be difficult to find a spot marked by a charac- 
ter of such utter solitude and gloom. Naturally barren, it 
bore not a single shrub on which a bird could sit or a beast 
browse, and little, of course, was to be seen in it but the 
bare gigantic projections of rock which shot out of its steep 
sides in wild and uncouth shapes, or the grey, rugged ex- 
panses of which it was principally composed. Indeed, we 
feel it difficult to say whether the gloom of winter or the 
summer's heat fell upon it with an air of lonelier desolation. 
It mattered not what change of season came, the place pre- 
sented no appearance of man or his works. Neither bird, 
nor beast, was seen or heard, except rarely, within its dreary 
bosom, the only sounds it know being the monotonous mur- 
murs of the mountain torrent, or the wild echoes of the 
thunder-storms that pealed among the hills about it. Silence 
and solitude were the oharaotoriMtios which predominated in 
it, and it would not bo easy to say whether they were felt 
more during the gloom of November or the glare of June. 
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In the mouth of this glen, not far from the cabin we have 
described, two murders had been committed about twenty 
years before the period of our narrative, within the lapse of 
a month. The one was that of a carman, and the other of a 
man named Sullivan, who had also been robbed, as it was 
supposed the carman had been, for the bodies of both had 
been made away with, and were never found. This was 
evident — in the one case by the horse and cart of the carman 
remaining at the grey stone in question, on which the traces 
of blood were long visible ; and in the other by the circum- 
stance of Sullivan's hat and part of his coat having been 
found near the cabin in question on the following day, in a 
field through which his path home lay, and in which was a 
pool of blood, where his foot-marks were deeply imprinted, 
as if in a struggle for life and death. Tor this latter murder 
a man named Dalton had been taken up under circumstances 
of great suspicion, he having been the last person seen in the 
man's company. Both had been drinking together in the 
market, a quarrel had originated between them about money 
matters, blows had been exchanged, and Dalton was heard to 
threaten him in very strong language. Nor was this all. 
He had been observed following, or rather dogging, him on 
his way home, and although the same road certainly led to 
the residences of both, yet when his words and manner were 
taken into consideration, added to the more positive proof 
that the foot-marks left on the place of struggle exactly 
corresponded with his shoes, there could be little doubt that 
he was privy to Sullivan's murder and disappearance, as well 
probably as to his robbery. At all events the glen was said 
to be haunted by Sullivan's spirit, which was in the habit, 
according to report, of appearing near the place of murder, 
from whence he was seen to enter this chasm — a circum- 
stance which, when taken in connection with its dark and 
lonely aspect, was calculated to impress upon the place the 
reputation of being accursed, as the scene of crime and super- 
natural appearances. We remember having played in it 
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when young, and the feeling we experienced was one of awe 
and terror, to which might be added, on contemplating the 
''dread repose" and solitude around us, an .impression that 
we were removed hundreds of miles from the busy on-goings 
and noisy tumults of life, to which, as if seeking protection, 
we generally hastened with a strong sense of relief, after 
having tremblingly gratified our boyish curiosity. 

The young girl in question gave the female she had been 
expecting anything but a cordial or dutiful reception. In 
personal appearance there was not a point of resemblance 
between them, although the tout ensemble of each was singu- 
larly striking and remarkable. The girl's locks were black 
as the raven's wing; her figure was tall and slender, but 
elastic and full of symmetry. The ivory itself was not more 
white nor glossy than her skin ; her teeth were bright and 
beautiful, and her mouth a perfect rosebud. It is unneces- 
sary to say that her eyes were black and brilliant, for such 
ever belong to her complexion and temperament ; but it is 
necessary to add that they were piercing and unsettled, and 
you felt that they looked into you rather than at you or upon 
you. In fact, her features were all perfect, yet it often hap- 
pened that their general expression was productive of no 
agreeable feeling on the beholder. Sometimes her smile was 
sweet as that of an angel, but let a single impulse or 
whim be checked, and her face assumed a character of ma- 
lignity that made her beauty appear like that which we 
dream of in an evil spirit. 

The other woman, who stood to her in the relation of step- 
mother, was about the middle size. Her hair was sandy, or 
approaching to a pale red; her features were coarse, but regu- 
lar ; and her whole figure that of a well-made and powerful 
woman. In her couLt:enance might be read a peculiar blend- 
ing of sternness and benignity, each evidently softened down 
by an expression of melancholy — perhaps of suffering — as if 
some secret care lay brooding at her heart. The inside of 
the hovel itself had every mark of poverty and destitution 



6LENDHU, OB THE BLACK GLEN 5 

aboat it Two or three stools, a pot or two, one miserable 
standing-bed, and a smaller one gathered up under a rug 
in the comer, were almost all that met the eye on entering 
ifc ; and simple as these meagre portions of furniture were, 
they bore no marks of cleanliness or care. On the contrary, 
everything appeared to be neglected, squalid, and filthy ; 
such, precisely, as led one to see at a glance that the inmates 
of this miserable hut were contented with their wretched 
state of life, and had no notion whatsoever that any moral 
or domestic duty existed, by which they might be taught 
nsefol notions of personal comfort or self-respect. 

" So," said the young woman, addressing her stepmother 
as she entered, " you're come back at last, an' a purty time 
you tuck to stay away ! " 

" Well," replied the other calmly, " I'm here now, at any 
rate ; but I see you're in one of your tantrums, Sally, my 
lady. What's wrong, I say ? In the meantime don't look 
as you'd ait us widout salt." 

" An' a bitther morsel you'd be," replied the younger, with 
a flashing glance — " divil a more so. Here am I, sittin' or 
runnin' out an' in these two hours, when I ought to be at 
the dance in Kilnahushogue, before I go to Barney Gormly's 
wake ; for I promised to be at both. Why didn't you come 
home in time ? " 

" Bekase, acJiora^ it wasn't agreeable to me to do so. I'm 
heginnin' to get ould an' stilBP, an' it's time for me to take 
care of myself." 

" Stiffer may you be, then, soon, an' oulder may you never 
be, an' that's the best I wish you ! " 

"Aren't you afeard to talk to me that way?" said the 
elder of the two. 

" No, not a bit. You won't flake me now as you used to 
do. I am able an' willin' to give blow for blow at last, thank 
goodness, an' will, too, if ever you thry that thrick." 

The old woman gazed at her angrily, and appeared for a 
moment to meditate an assault. After a pause, however, 
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during which the brief but vehement expression of rising 
fury passed from her countenance, and her face assumed an 
expression more of compassion than of anger, she simply said, 
in a calm tone of voice, — 

" I don't know that I ought to blame you so much for 
your temper, Sarah. The darkness of your father's sowl is 
upon yours ; his wicked spirit is in you, an' may Heaven 
above grant that you'll never carry about wid you, through 
this unhappy life, the black an' heavy burden that weighs 
down his heart ! If God hasn't said it, you have his coorse, 
or something nearly as bad, before you. Oh! go to the 
wake as soon as you like, an' the dance, too. Find some 
one that'll take you off my hands ; that'll put a house over 
your head, give you a bit to ait, an' a rag to put on you ; 
an' may Grod pity him that's doomed to get you ! If the 
woeful state of the counthry, an' the hunger an' the sickness 
that's abroad, an' that's comin' harder an' faster on us every 
day, can't tame you or keep you down, I dunna what will. 
I'm sure the black an' terrible summer we've had ought to 
make you think of how we'll get over all that's before us I 
God pity you, I say agin, an' whatever poor man is to be 
cursed wid you ! " 

" Keep your pity for them that wants it," replied the 
other, " an' that's not me. As for God's pity, it isn't yours 
to give, and even if it was, you stand in need of it yourself 
more than I do : you're beginning to praich to us now that 
you're not able to bate us ; for that your praichments an' 
your batins, may the divil pay you for all alike ! — as he will 
— an' that's my prayer." 

A momentary gush of the stepmother's habitual passion 
overcame her ; she darted at her stepdaughter, who sprang 
to her limbs, and flew at her in return. The conflict at first 
was brief, for the powerful strength of the elder female soon 
told. Sarah, however, quickly disengaged herself, and seiz- 
ing an old knife which lay on a shelf that servod as a dresser, 
she made a stab at the very heart of hor stepmother, panting 
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as abe did it with an exulting vehemence of vengeance that 
resembled the growl which a savage beast makes when 
springing on its prey. 

" Ha ! " she exclaimed, " you have it now — you have it ! 
Call on Gk)d's pity now, for you will soon want it. Ha ! ha ! " 

The knife, however, owing to the thick layers of jcloth with 
which the dress of the other was patched, as well as to the 
weakness of the thin and worn blade, did not penetrate her 
clothes, nor render her any injury whatsoever. The contest 
was again resumed. Sarah, perceiving that she had missed 
her aim, once more put herself in a posture to renew the 
deadly attempt ; and the consequence was, that a struggle 
now took place between them which might almost be termed 
one for life and death. It was indeed a fearful and unnatu- 
ral struggle. The old woman, whose object was, if possible, 
to disarm her antagonist, found all her strength — and it was 
great — scarcely a match for the murderous ferocity which 
was now awakened in her. The grapple between them con- 
sequently became furious ; and such was the terrible impress 
of diabolical malignity which passion stamped upon the fea- 
tures of this young tigress, that her stepmother's heart for a 
moment quailed on beholding it, especially when associated 
with the surprising activity and strength which she put 
forth. Her dark and finely-pencilled eyebrows were fiercely 
knit, as it were, into one dark line ; her lips were drawn 
back, displaying her beautiful teeth, that were now ground 
together into what resembled the lock of death ; her face was 
pale with overwrought resentment, and her deep-set eyes 
glowed with a wild and flashing fire that was fearful, whilst 
her lips were encircled with the white foam of revengeful and 
deadly determination ; and what added most to the terrible 
expression of her whole face was the exulting smile of cruelty 
which shed its baleful light over it, resolving the whole con- 
test, as it were, and its object — the murder of her stepmother 
— into the fierce play of some beautiful vampire that was 
ravening for the blood of its awakened victim. 
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Af t^ a struggle of some two or three minutes, the strength 
and coohiess of the stepmother at length prevailed. She 
wrested the knife out of Sarah's hands, and, almost at the 
same moment, stumbled and fell. The other, however, was 
far from relaxing her hold. On the contrary, she clung to 
h^ fiercely, shouting out — 

" I won't give you up yet — I. love you too well for that — 
no, no, it's fond of you I'm gettin'. I'll hug you, mother 
dear ; ay will I, and kiss you too, an' lave my mark behind 
me! " and, as she spoke, her stepmother felt her face coming 
in savage proximity to her own. 

" If you don't keep away, Sarah," said the other, " I'll stab 
you. What do you mane, you bloody divil ? Is it goin' to 
tear my flesh wid your teeth you are ? Hould off ! or, as 
Heaven's above us, I'll stab you with the knife." 

^' You can't," shouted the other : " the knife's bent, or 
you'd be done ior afore this. I'll taste your blood for all 
that ! " and, as the words were uttered, the stepmother gave 
a sudden scream, making at the same time a violent effort to 
disentangle herself, which she did. 

Sarah started to her feet, and fljdng towards the door, 
exclaimed, with shouts of wild triumphant laughter — 

" Ha, ha, ha ! do you feel anything ? I was near havin' 
the best part of one of your ears — ha, ha, ha ! — ^but unfortu- 
nately I missed it ; an' now look to yourself. Your day is 
gone, an' mine is come. I've tasted your blood, and I like it 
— ha, ha, ha I — an' if, as you say, it's kind father for me to 
be fond o' blood, I say you had better take care of yourself. 
And I tell you more : we'll take care of your fair-haired 
beauty for you — my father an' myself will — an' I'm to act 
against her, an' I will too ; and you'll see what we'll bring 
your pet, Ora Gal Sullivan, to yet ! There's news for you I " 

She then went down to the river which flowed past, in 
whose yellow and turbid waters — for it was now swollen 
with rain — ^she washed the blood from her hands and face 
with an apparently light heart. Having meditated for some 
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timei she fell a-langhing at the fierce conflict that had just 
taken place, exdaiming to herself — 

" Ha, ha, ha ! Well, now, if I had killed her — got the 
onld knife into her heart — I might lave the coonthry. If I 
had killed her now, throth it 'nd be a good joke, an' all in a 
fit of passioni bekase she didn't come home in time to let me 
meet him. Well, 111 go back an' spake soft to her, or, af ther 
all, ahell give me a hard life of it." 

She returned, and, having entered the hut, perceived that 
the ear and cheek of her stepmother were still bleeding. 

"I'm sorry for what I did," she said, with the utmost 
frankness and good-nature. '' Forgive me, mother; you 
know I'm a hasty divil — for a divil's limb I am, no doubt of 
it. Forgive me, I say— do now — here, I'll get somethiu' to 
stop the blood." 

She sprang at the moment, with the agility of a wild cat, 
upon an old chest that stood in the corner of the hut, exhi- 
biting, as she did it, a leg and foot of surpassing symmetry 
and beauty. By stretching herself up to her full length, she 
succeeded in pulling down several old cobwebs that had been 
for years in the comer of the wall ; and in the act of doing 
80, disturbed some metallic substance, which fell first upon 
the chest, from which it trundled oflf to the ground, where it 
made two or three narrowing circles and then lay at rest. 

" Murdher alive, mother ! " she exclaimed, " what is this ? 
Hallo! a tobaccy-box — a fine round tobaccy-box of iron, bedad 
— an' what's this on it? — let me see; two letthers. Wait till 
I rub the rust oflf; or stay, the rust shows them as well. 
Let me see — P, an' what's the other ? ay, an M. P.M. — 
arrahf what can that be for ? Well, divil may care ; let it 
lie on the shelf there. Here now — none of your cross looks, 
I say — put these cobwebs to your face, an' they'll stop the 
bleedin'. Ha, ha, ha!— well— ha, ha, ha I— but you are a 
sight to fall in love wid this minute ! " she exclaimed, laugh- 
ing heartily at the blood-stained visage of the other. " You 
won't spake, I see. Divil may care then, if you don't you'll 
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do the other thing — let it alone : but, at any rate, there's 
the cobwebs for you, if you like to put them on; an' so banath 
lath,^ an' let that be a wamin' to you not to rise your hand 
to me agin." 

"*A sailor ooorted a farmer's daughter, 
That lived oontaygious to the Isle of Man,' " etc., etc. 

She then directed her steps to the dance in Kilnahushogue, 
where one would actually suppose, if mirth, laughter, and 
extraordinary buoyancy of spirits could be depended on, that 
she was gifted, in addition to her remarkable beauty, with 
the innocent and delightful disposition of an angel. 

The stepmother, having dressed the wound as well as she 
could, sat down by the fire and began to ruminate on the 
violent contest which had just taken place, and in which she 
had borne such an unfortunate part. This was the first open 
and determined act of personal resistance which she had 
ever, until that moment, experienced at her stepdaughter's 
hands ; but now she feared that, if they were to live, as 
heretofore, under the same roof, their life should be one of 
perpetual strife — perhaps of ultimate bloodshed — and that 
these domestic brawls might unhappily terminate in the 
death of either. She felt that her own temper was none of 
the best, and knew that so long as she was incapable of re- 
straining it, or maintaining her coolness under the provoca- 
tions to which the violent passions of Sarah would necessarily 
expose her, so long must such conflicts as that which had 
just occurred take place between them. She began now to 
fear Sarah, with whose remorseless disposition she was too 
well acquainted, and came to the natural conclusion, that a 
residence under the same roof was by no means compatible 
with her own safety. 

" She has been a curse to me ! " she went on, unconsciously 
speaking aloud ; "for when she wasn't able to bate me her- 
self, her father did it for her. The divil is said to be fond of 

> Good-night. 
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his own ; an' so does he doat on her, bekase she's his image 

in everything that's bad. A hard life I'll lead between them 

from this out, espeshially now that she has got the upper 

iand of me. Yet what else can I expect or desarve ? This 

Joad that's on my conscience is worse. Night and day I'm 

snfferin' in the sight of God, an' lectin' as if I wasn't to be 

brought in judgment afore him. What am I to do ? I wish 

I was in my grave ! But then, again, how am I to face 

death? — and that same's not the worst; for afther death 

comes judgment I May the Lord prepare me for it, an' guide 

an' direct me how to act I One thing, I know, must be done 

— aither she or I will lave this house ; for live undher the 

same roof wid her I will not." 

She then rose up, looked out of the door a moment, and, 
resuming her seat, went on with her soliloquy — 

" No ; he said it was likely he wouldn't be home to-night. 
Wanst he gets upon his ould prophecies, he doesn't care how 
long he stays away ; an' why he can take the delight he does 
in prophesyin' and foretellin' good or evil, accordin' as it 
sarves his purpose, I'm sure I don't know — espeshially 
when he only laughs in his sleeve at the people for believin 
him ; but what's that about poor Gra Gal Sullivan ? She 
threatened her, and spoke of her father, too, as bein' in it. 
Ah, ha ! I must watch him there ; an' you, too, my lady-divil 
— for it 'ill go hard wid me if aither of you injure a hair of 
her head. No, no, plaise God ! — none of your evil doin's or un- 
lucky prophecies for her, so long, any way, as I can presarvo 
her from thorn. How black the evenin' is gatherin' ! but, 
Gtxi knows it's it that's the awful saison all out for harvest 
weather — it is that — it is that ! " 

Having given utterance to these sentiments, she took up 
the tobacco-box which Sarah had, in such an accidental 
manner, tumbled out of the wall, and surveying it for some 
moments, laid it hastily on the chest, and, clasping her hands, 
exclaimed — 

" Saviour of life ! it's the same ! Oh, marciful God, it's 
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throe ! iVb throe! the very same I seen widhim that evenin'. 
I know it by the broken hinge an^ the two letthers. The 
Lord iorgive me my sins ! — for I see now that do what we 
mayi or hide it as we like, God is above all ! SaTkrar of life, 
how will this end? — ^an' what will I do? — or how am I to act? 
Bot any way, I most hide this, and pot it oat of his reach.'' 
8he accordingly went out, and having asoertsdned that no 
person saw her, throst the box np under the thatch of the 
roof in soch a way that it was impossible to suspect, by any 
apparent disturbance of the roof, that it was there; after 
which, she sat down with sensations of dread that were new 
to her, and that mingled themselves as strongly with her 
affections as it was possible for a woman of a naturally firm 
and undaunted character to feel them. 



CHAPTER n 

THE BLACK PROPHET PROPHESIES 

At a somewhat more advanced period of the same evening, 
two men were on their way from the market-town of Bally- 
nafail, towards a fertile portion of a country, named 
Aughainurran, which lay in a southern direction from it. 
One of thorn was a farmer, of middling, or rather of strug- 
gling, circumstances, as was evident from the traces of wear 
and tear tliat were visible upon a dress that had once been 
comfortable and decent, although it now bore the marks of 
careful, though rather extensive re^vwr. He was a thin, 
placid-looking man, with something, however, of a careworn 
expression in his features, unless when ho smiled, and then 
his face beamed with a look of kindness and good-will that 
could not readily be forgotten. The other ^s-as a strongly- 
built man, above the middle site, whose complexion and 
features were such as no one could look on with indifference, 
BO strongly were they indicative of a two-fold character, or, 
we should rather say, calculated to make a twofold impression. 
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At one moment yon might considiar him handsome, and at 
another his coontenance filled yoa with an impression of re- 
pognance, if not of ahsolate aversion, so stem and inhuman 
were the characteristics which yon read in it. His hair, 
heard, and eyebrows were an ebon black, as were his eyes ; 
his features were hard and massive ; his nose, which was 
somewhat hooked, bat too mnch pointed, seemed as if, whilst 
in a plastic state, it had been sloped by a trowel towards one 
side of his face, a circnmstance which, whilst taken in con- 
nexion with his black whiskers that ran to a point near his 
month, and piercing eyes that were too deeply and narrowly 
set, gave him, aided by his heavy eyelsows, an expression at 
once of great cmelty and extraordinary canning. This man, 
whilst travelling in the same directi<m with the other, had 
soffered himself to be overtaken by him ; in snch manner, 
however, that their coming in contact coald not be attribated 
to any particular design on his part. 

'^ Why, then, Donnd Dhu^^^ said the farmer, " sore it's a 
sight for sore eyes to see yon in this side of the coanthry ; an' 
now that I do see you, how are you ? " 

" Jist the oold six-an'-eightpence, Jerry ; and how is the 
Sullivan blood in you, man alive ? good an' ould blood it is, in 
troth ; how is the family ? " 

" Why, we can't — hut, what was I going to say ? " replied 
his companion; "we can't — complain — ershi mishif — why, 
then, (rod help us, it's we that can complain, Donnel, if there 
was any use in it ; but, mavrone, there isn't ; so all I can 
say is, that we're just mixed midlin', like the praties in 
harvest, or hardly that same, indeed, since this woful change 
that has come on us." 

" Ay, ay," replied the other : " but if that change has come 
on you, you know it didn't come without warnin' to the 
counthry ; there's a man livin' that foretould as much— that 
seen it comin'— ay, ever since the pope was made prisoner, for 
that was what brought Bonaparte's fate— that's now the cause 
of the downfall of everything upon him." 
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" An it was the hard fate for us, as well as for himself," 
replied Sullivan ; " little he thought, or little he cared, for 
what he made us suffer, an' for what he's makin' us suffer 
still, by the come-down that the prices have got." 

" Well, but he's sufferin' himself more than any of us," 
replied Donnel ; " however, that was prophesied too ; it's read 
of in the ould Chronicles. * An eagle will be sick,' says St. 
Columbkill, * but the bed of the sick eagle is not a tree, but 
a rock ; an' there he must suffer till the curse of the Father * 
is removed from him ; an' then he'll get well, an' fly over the 
world." 

" Is that in the prophecy, Donnel ? " 

" It's St. Columbkill's words I'm spakin'." 

" Throth, at any rate," replied Sullivan, " I didn't care we 
h£td back the war prices again ; aither that or that the dear 
rents wor let down to meet the poor prices we have now. 
This woful saison, along wid the low prices and the high 
rents, houlds out a black and terrible look for the counthr^'', 
God help us I " 

" Ay," returned the Black Prophet, for it was he, " if you 
only knew it." 

" Why, was that, too, prophesied ? " inquired Sullivan. 

" Was it ? No ; but ax yourself is it. Isn't the Almighty, 
in his wrath, this moment proclaimin' it through the heavens 
and the airth ? Look about you, and say what is it you see 
that doesn't foretell famine — famine — famine I Doesn't the 
dark wet day, an' the rain, rain, rain, foretell it ? Doesn't the 
rottin' crops, the unhealthy air, an' the green damp foretell 
it ? Doesn't the sky without a sun, the heavy clouds, an' the 
angry fire of the West foretell it ? Isn't the airth a page of 
prophecy, an' the sky a page of prophecy, where every 
man may read of famine, pestilence, an' death ? The airth is 
softened for the grave, an' in the black clouds of heaven you 
may see the death-hearse movin' slowly along — funeral af ther 

' That is— the Pope, in consequence of Bonaparte having im- 
prisoned him. 
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foneral — funeral afther funeral — ^an' nothing to folly them 
but lamentation an' woe, by the widow an' orphan — the 
&therless, the motherless, an' the childless — ^woe an' lamen- 
tation — lamentation an' woe." 

Donnel i)hu, like every prophecy-man of his kind — a 
character in Ireland, by the way, that has nearly, if not 
altogether disappeared — was provided with a set of prophetic 
declamations suited to particular occasions and circumstances, 
and these he recited in a voice of high and monotonous 
recitative, that caused them to fall with a very impressive 
effect upon the minds and feelings of his audience. In addi- 
tion to this, the very nature of his subject rendered a 
figurative style and suitable language necessary, a circum- 
stance which, aided by a natural flow of words, and a 
felicitous illustration of imagery — for which, indeed, all 
prophecy-men were remarkable — had something peculiarly 
fascinating and persuasive to the class of persons he was in 
the habit of addressing. The gifts of these men, besides, were 
exercised with such singular delight, that the constant re- 
petition of their oracular exhibitions by degrees created an 
involuntary impression on themselves, that ultimately rose to 
a kind of wild and turbid enthusiasm, partaking at once of 
imposture aiid fanaticism. Many of them were, therefore, 
nearly as much the dupies of the delusions that proceeded from 
their own heated imaginations as the ignorant people who 
looked upon them as oracles ; for we know that nothing so 
much generates imposture as credulity. 

" Indeed, Donnel," replied Sullivan, " what you say is un- 
fortunately too thrue. Everything we can look upon appears 
to have the mark of God's displeasure on it ; but if we have 
dearth and sickness now, what'll become of us this time 
twelvemonths, when we'll feel this failure most ? " 

" I have said it," replied the prophet ; *' an' if my tongue 
doesn't tell the truth, the tongue that never tells a lie will." 

" And what tongue is that ? " asked his companion. 

" The tongue of the death-bell will tell it day after day to 
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every pariah in tlie land. However, we know that deat! 
before ua, an' the grave, aftlier all, ia our only consolation." 

" God help ua ! " exclaimed Sullivan, " if we hadn't betther 
an' brighter consolation than the grave. Only for the hopes 
in our Divine Redeemer an' His mercy, it's little consolation 
the grave could give ua. But, indeed, Donnel, aa you say 
everything about us ia enough to sicl; the heart within one — 
an' no hope at all of a change for the betther. However, God 
ia good, an' if it's Ilis will that we should suffer, it's our duty 
to aubmit to it." 

The prophet looked around him with a gloomy aspect, and, 
truth' to aay, the appeai-anco of everything on which the eye 
could rest, waa such as gave unquestionable indications of 
wide-spread calamity to the country. 

The evening, which waa now far advanced, had impressed 
on it a character of such dark and hopelesa deaolatiou as 
weighed down the heart with a feeling of cold and chilling 
gloom that was communicated by the dreary aspect of every- 
thing around. The sky waa obscured by a heavy canopy of 
low, dull clouds that had about them none of the grandeur 
of storm, but lay overhead charged with those wintry deluges 
which we feel to be so unnatural and alarming in autumn, 
whose bounty and beauty they equally disfigure and deatroy. 
The whole summer had been sunlesa and wet — one, in fact, 
of ceaseless rain, which fell day after day, week after week, 
and month after month, until the aorrowful conscionanesa 
had arrived that any change for the better must now come 
too late, and that nothing waa certain but the terrible union 
of famine, disease, and death which waa to follow. The 
season, owing to the causes specified, waa necessarily late, 
and auch of the crops as icwe ripe had a sickly and unthriving 
look, that told of comparative failure, whilst moat of the 
fields which, in other autumns, would have been ripe and 
yellow, Avere now covered with a thin, backward crop, so 
unnaturally green, that all hope of maturity waa out of the 
question. Low meadows were in a state of inundation, and 
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on alluvial soils the ravages of the floods were visible in layers 
of mud and gravel that were deposited over many of the 
prostrate corn-fields. The peat tnrf lay in oozy and neglected 
heaps, for there had not been sun enough to dry it sufficiently 
for use, so that the poor had want of fuel, and cold to feel, 
as well as want of food itself. Indeed, the appearance of the 
country, in consequence of this wetness in the firing, was 
singularly dreary and depressing. Owing to the difficulty 
3which¥lSmed, or Lher wasted away, without light 
or heat, the eye, in addition to the sombre hue which the 
absence of the sun cast over all things, was forced to dwell 
upon the long black masses of smoke which trailed slowly 
over the whole country, or hung, during the thick sweltering 
calms, in broad columns that gave to the face of nature an 
aspect strikingly dark and disastrous, when associated, as it 
was, with the destitution and suffering of the great body of 
the people. The general appearance of thjB crops was indeed 
deplorable. In some parts the grain was beaten down by 
the rain ; in airier situations it lay cut but unsaved, and 
scattered over the fields, awaiting an occasional glimpse of 
feeble sunshine ; and in other and richer soils whole fields, 
deplorably lodged, were green with the destructive exuber- 
ance of a second growth. The season, though wet, was 
warm; and it is unnecessary to say, that the luxuriance of 
all weeds and unprofitable productions was rank and strong, 
whilst an unhealthy fermentation pervaded everything that 
was destined for food. A brooding stillness, too, lay over 
all nature ; cheerfulness had disappeared, even the groves 
and hedges were silent, for the very birds had ceased to sing, 
and the earth seemed as if it mourned for the approaching 
calamity, as well as for that which had been already felt. 
The whole country, in fact, was weltering and surging with 
the wet formed by the incessant overflow of rivers, whilst the 
falling cataracts, joined to a low, monotonous hiss, or what 
the Scotch term sugh, poured their faint but dismal murmurs 
on the gloomy silence which otherwise prevailed around. 

c 
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Such was the aspect of the evening in question; but as 
the men advanced, a new element of desolation and dismay 
soon became visible. The sun, ere he sank among the dark 
western clouds, shot out over this dim and miserable prospect 
a light so angry, yet so ghastly, that it gave to the whole 
earth a wild, alarming, and spectral hue, like that seen in 
some feverish dream. In this appearance there were great 
terror and sublimity, for as it fell upon the black, shifting 
clouds, the effect was made still more awful by the accidental 
resemblance which they bore to coffins, hearses, and funeral 
processions, as observed by the prophecy-man, all of which 
seemed to have been lit up against the deepening shades of 
evening by some gigantic death-light that superadded its 
fearful omens to the gloomy scene on which it fell. 

The sun as he then appeared might not inaptly be compared 
to some great prophet, who, clothed with the majesty and 
terror of an angry God, was commissioned to launch his 
denunciations against the iniquity of nations, and to reveal 
to them, as they lay under the shadow of his wrath, the 
terrible calamities with which he was about to visit their 
transgressions. 

The two men now walked on in silence for some time, 
Donnel Dhu having not deemed it necessary to make any 
reply to the pious and becoming sentiments uttered by 
Sullivan. At length the latter spoke — 

" Barrin' what we all know, Donnel, an' that's the saison 
an' the sufferin' that's in it, is there no news stirrin' at all ? 
Is it thrue that ould Dick o' the Grange is drawin' near to 
his last account ? " 

" Not so bad as that ; but he's still complainin'. It's one 
day up and another day down wid him — an' of coorse his 
laise of life can't be long now." 

" Well, well," responded Sullivan, " it's not for us to pass 
judgment on our fellow-craturs ; but by all accounts he'll 
have a hard reckonin'." 

"That's his own aflfair, you know," said Donnel Dhu; 
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"but his son, Masther Richard, or 'Young Dick,' as they 
call him, will be an improvement upon the ould stock." 

" As to that, some says ay, an' some says no ; but I believe 
myself, that he has, like his father, both good an' bad in 
him ; for the ould man, if the maggot bit him, or that he 
took the notion, would do one a good turn ; an' if he took a 
likin' to you, he'd go any lin'th to sarve you ; but, then, you 
were never sure of him — ^nor he didn't himself know this 
minute what he'd do the next." 

" That's thrue enough," replied Donnel Dhu ; " but lavin' 
him to shift for himself, I'm of opinion that you an' I are 
likely to get wet jackets before we're much oulder. Ha ! 
Did you see that lightnin' ? Gbd presarve us ! it was terrible 
— an' ay, there it is — the thundher at this hour is very fear- 
ful. I would give a thrifle to be in my own little cabin, an' 
indeed I'm afeard that I won't be worth the washin' when I 
get there, if I can go back sich a night as it's goin' to be." 

"The last few years Donnel, has brought a grievous 
change on me and mine,'' replied Sullivan. " The time was, 
an' it's not long since, when I could give you a comfortable 
welcome as well as a willin' one ; however, thank God, it 
isa't come to sich a hard pass wid me yet that I haven't a 
roof an' a bit to ait to offer you ; an' so to sich as it is you're 
heartily welcome. Home ! oh, you mustn't talk of home this 
lught. Blood, you know, is thicker than wather, an' if it 
vas only on your wife Nelly's account you should be welcome. 
Second an' third cousins by the mother's side we are, an' that's 
purty strong. Oh, no, don't talk of goin' home this night." 

" Well," replied the other, " I'm thankful to you, Jerry, 
an', indeed, as the night's comin' on so hard and stormy, I'll 
accept your kind offer ; a mouthful of anything will do me, 
an' a dry sate at your hearth till mornin'." 

" Unfortunately, as I said," replied Sullivan, " ti's but 
poor an' humble tratement I can give you ; but if it was 
betther you should jist be as welcome to it, an' what more 
can I say ? " 
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" What more can you say, indeed ! I know your good 
heart, Jerry, as who doesn't ? Dear me, how it's powerin' 
over there towards the south — ha, there it is again, that 
thundher ! Well, thank goodness, we haven't far to go, at 
any rate, an' the shower hasn't come round this far yet. In 
the mane time let us step out an' thry to escape it if we can." 

"Let us cross the fields, then," said Sullivan, "an' get 
up home by the Slang, an' then behind our garden ; to be 
sure, the ground is in a sad plash, but then it will save a 
long twist round the road, an' as you say, we may escape the 
rain yet." 

Both accordingly struck oflf the highway, and took a short 
path across the fields, whilst at every step the water spurted 
up out of the spongy soil, so that they were soon wet nearly 
to the knees, so thoroughly saturated was the ground with 
the rain which had incessantly fallen. After toiling through 
plashy fields, they at length went up, as Sullivan had said, 
by an old unfrequented footpath, that ran behind his garden, 
the back of which consisted of a thick elder hedge, through 
which scarcely the heaviest rain could penetrate. At one 
end of this garden, through a small angle, forming a cvl de 
saCy or point, where the hedge was joined by one of white- 
thorn, ran the little obsolete pathway alluded to, and as 
another angle brought them at once upon the spot we are 
describing, it would so happen that if any one had been 
found there when they appeared, it would have been impos- 
sible to leave it if they wished to do so, without directly 
meeting them, there being no other mode of egress from it 
except by the footway in question. 

In that sheltered nook, then, our travellers found a young 
man about two or three-and-twenty, holding the unresisting 
hand of a very beautiful and bashful-looking girl, not more 
than nineteen, between his. From their position, and the 
earnestness with which the young peasant addressed her, 
there could be little doubt as to the subject matter of their 
conversation. If a bolt from the thunder which had been 
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rolling a little before among the mountains, and which was 
still &intly heard in the distance, had fallen at the feet of 
the young persons in question, it could not have filled them 
with more alarm than the appearance of Sullivan and the 
prophet. The girl, who became pale and red by turns, hung 
her head, then covered her face with her hands ; and after a 
short and ineflfectual struggle, burst into tears, exclaiming — 
" Oh, my God, it is my father ! " 

The youth, for he seemed scarcely to have reached maturity, 

after a hesitating glance at Sullivan, seemed at once to 

have determined on the course of conduct he should pursue. 

His eye assumed a bold and resolute look — he held himself 

more erect — and turning towards the girl, without removing 

his gaze from her father, he said in a loud and manly tone — 

"Dear Mave, it is foolish to be frightened. What have 

yoa done that ought to make you aither ashamed or af eared ? If 

there's blame anywhere, it's mine, not yours, an' I'll bear it." 

Sullivan, on discovering this stolen interview — for such it 

wag— felt precisely as a man would feel who found himself 

imezpectedly within the dart of a rattlesnake, with but one 

cbuice of safety in his favour, and a thousand against him. 

His whole frame literally shook with the deadly depth of 

Ws resentment ; and in a voice which fully betrayed its 

vehemence, he replied — 

"Blame! ay, shame an' blame — sin an' sorrow there is, 
an' ought to rest upon her for this unnatural an' cursed 
Jneetin ! Blame ! surely, an' as I stand here to witness her 
fltame, I tell her that there would not be a just God in 
heaven, if she's not yet punished for houldin' this guilty 
discoorse with the son of the man that has her uncle's blood 

^my only brother's blood — on his hand of murdher " 

"It's false," replied the young fellow, with kindling eye; 

"it's false, from your teeth to your marrow. I know my 

father's heart an' his thought — an' I say, that whoever 

charges him with the murder of your brother, is a liar — a 

false and damnable li " 
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He checked himself ere he closed the sentence. 

"Jerry Sullivan," said he, in an altered voice, "I ax 
your pardon for the words — it's but natural you should feel 
as you do ; but if it was any other man than yourself that 
brought the charge of blood against my father, I would 
tramp upon him where he stands." 

" An* maybe murdher him, as my poor brother was 
murdherod. Dalton, I see the love of blood in your eye," 
replied Sullivan bitterly. 

" Why," returned the other, " you have no proof that the 
man was murdered at all. His body was never found ; and 
no one can say what became of him. For all that any one 
knows to the contrairy, he may be alive still." 

"Begono, sirra," said Sullivan, in a burst of impetuous 
resentment, which he could not restrain, "if I ever know 
you to open your lips to that daughter of mine — if the mane 
crature can be my daughter — I'll make it be the blackest 
deed but one that ever a Dalton did ; an' as for you — go in 
at wanst — I'll make you hear me by-and-bye." 

Dalton looked at him once more with a kindling, but a 
smiling eye. 

" Spake what you like," said he — " I'll curb myself. Only, 
if you wish your daughter to go in, you had betther lave the 
way, and let her pass." 

Mave — for such was her name — with trembling limbs, 
burning blushes, and palpitating heart, then passed from 
the shady angle where they stood ; but ere she did, one 
quick and lightning glance was bestowed upon her lover, 
which, brief through it was, he felt a sufficient consolation 
for the enmity of her father. 

The prophet had not yet spoken; nor indeed had time 
been given him to do so, had he been inclined. He looked 
on, however, with a surprise, which soon assumed the appear- 
ance, as well as the reality, of some malignant satisfaction, 
which he could not conceal. He eyed Dalton with a grin of 
peculiar bitterness. 
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"Well," said lie, " it's the general opinion that if any one 
knows or can tell what the future may bring about, I can ; 
an' if my knowledge doesn't desave me, Dalton, I think, 
while you're before me, that I'm looking at a man that was 
never bom to be drowned at any rate. I prophesy that, 
die when you may, you'll live to see your own funeral." 

"If you're wise," replied the young man, "you'll not 
provoke me now. Jerry Sullivan may say what he wishes 
—he's safe — an' he knows why ; but I warn you, Donnel 
Dhu, to take no liberty with me — I'll not bear it." 

"Troth, I don't blame Jerry Sullivan," rejoined the 
prophet. " Of coorse, no man would wish to have a son-in-law 
hanged. It's the prophecy that you'll go to the surgeons yet." 

"Did you foresee in your prophecies this momin', that 
you'd get yourself well drubbed before night ?" asked Dal- 
ton, bristling up. 

" No," said the other, " my prophecy seen no one able to 
do it.'» 

"You an' your prophecy are liars, then," retorted the 
other; "an' in the doom you're kind enough to give mo, 
don't be too sure but you meant yourself. There's more of 
mnrdher an' the gallows in your face than there is in mine. 
That's all I'll say, Donnel. Anything else you may get 
from me will be a blow ; so take care of yourself." 

"Let him alone, Donnel," said Sullivan ; "it's not safe to 
meddle with one of his name. You don't know what harm 
he may do you." 

"I'm not af eared of him," said the prophet, with a sneer ; 
" he'll find himself a little mistaken, if he tries his hand. It 
won't be for me you'll hang, my lad." 

The words were scarcely uttered, when a terrific blow on 

the eye, struck with the rapidity of lightning, shot him to 

the earth, where he lay for about half-a-minute, apparently 

insensible. He then got up, and after shaking his head, as 

if to rid himself of a sense of confusion and stupor, looked at 

Dalton for some time. 
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" Well," said he, " it's all over now—- but the truth is, the 
fault was my own. I provoked him too much, an' without 
any occasion, I am sorry you struck me, Condy, for I was 
only joking all the time. I never had ill-will against you ; 
an' in spite of what has happened, I haven't now." 

A feeling of generous regret, almost amounting to re- 
morse, instantly touched Dalton's heart ; he seized the hand 
of Donnel, and expressed his sorrow for the blow which he 
had given him. 

" My God ! " he exclaimed, " why did I strike you ? But no 
one could for a minute suppose that you weren't in aimest." 

" Well, well," said the other, " let it be a wamin' to both 
of us ; to me, in the first place, never to carry a joke too 
far; and to you, never to allow your passion to get the 
betther of you, afeared you might give a blow in anger that 
you'd have cause to repent of all the days of your life. My 
eye and cheek is in a frightful state ; but no matther, Condy, 
I forgive you, especially in the hope that you'll mark my 
advice." 

Dalton once more asked his pardon, and expressed his 
most unqualified sorrow for what had occurred ; after which 
he again shook hands with Donnel, and departed. 

Sullivan felt amazed at this rencontre^ especially at the 
nature of its singular and unexpected termination ; he 
seemed, however, to fall into a meditative and gloomy mood, 
and observed, when Dalton had gone — 

"If ever I had any doubt, Donnel, that my poor brother 
owed his death to a Dalton, I haven't it now." 

" I don't blame you much for sayin' so," replied Donnel. 
"I'm sorry myself for what happened, and especially as 
you were present. I'm afeard, indeed, that a man's life 
would be but little in that boy's hands undher a fit of pas- 
sion. I provoked him too much though." 

" I think so," said Sullivan. " Indeed, to tell you the 
truth, I had as little notion that you wor jokin' as he had." 

"That's my dhrame out last night at all events,"said Donnel. 
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'^How is tliat ? " asked Sallivan, as they approached the door. 

"Why," said he, " I dreamt that I was lookin' for a ham- 
mer at your house, an' I thought that you hadn't one to give 
me; bat your daughter Mave came to me, and said ' Here's, 
a hammer for you, Donnel, an' take care of it, for it belongs 
toGmdy Dalton.' I thought I took it, an' the first thing I 
feond myself doin' was drivin' a nail in what appeared was 
my own coffin. The same dhrame would alarm me, but that 
I know that dhrames go by contrairies, as I've reason to 
tliink this wiU." 

"No man understands these things better than yourself, 
Dwmel," said Sullivan ; " but, for my part, I think, there's 
& dangerous kick in the boy that jist left us ; an' I'm much 
mistaken or the world will hear of it, an' know it yet." 

"Well, well," said Donnel Dhu, in a very Christian-like 
spirit, " I fear you're right, Jerry ; but still let us hope for 
the best." 

As he spoke they entered the house, 

CHAPTER m 

A FAMILY ON THE DECLINE— OMENS 

Jeery Sullivan's house and place had about them all the 

'narks and tokens of gradual decline. The thatch on the 

i^f had begun to get black, and in some places it was sinking 

uito rotten ridges ; the yard was untidy and dirty ; the walls 

^d hedges were broken and dismantled ; and the gates were 

lying about, or swinging upon single hinges. The whole air 

of the premises was uncomfortable to the spectator, who could 

Dot avoid feeling that there existed in the owner either wilful 

neglect or unsuccessful struggle. The chimneys, from which 

tie thatch had sunk down, stood up with the incrustations 

of lime that had been trowelled round their bases, projecting 

uselessly out from them ; some of the quoins had fallen from 

the gable ; the plaster came off the walls in several places, 

and the whitewash was sadly discoloured. 
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Inside, the aspect of everything was fully as bad, if not worse. 
Tables and chairs, and the general furniture of the house, 
had all that character of actual cleanliness and apparent want 
'^ of care, which poverty superinduces upon the most strenuous 
eflforts of industry. The floor was beginning to break up 
into holes ; tables and chairs were crazy ; the dresser, though 
clean, had a cold, hungry, and unfurnished look ; and what 
was unquestionably the worst symptom of all, the inside of 
the cliimney-brace, where formerly the sides and flitches of 
deep, fat bacon, grey with salt, were arranged in goodly 
rows, now presented nothing but the bare and dust-covered 
hooks, from which they had depended in happier times. 
About a dozen of herrings hung at one side of a worn salt- 
box, and at the other a string of onions that was now nearly 
stripped, both constituting the principal kitchen ^ — varied, 
perhaps, witli a little buttermilk — which Sullivan's family 
wore then ablo to afford themselves with their potatoes. 

We cannot close our description here, however, for sorry 
we are to say that the severe traces of poverty were as 
visible upon the inmates themselves as upon the house and 
its furniture. Sullivan's family consisted of his eldest 
daughter, aged nineteen, two growing boys, the eldest about 
sixteen, and several younger children besides. These last 
were actually ragged— all of them scantily and poorly 
clothed ; and if any additional proof were wanting that 
poverty, in one of its most trying shapes, had come among 
them, it was to be found in their pale, emaciated features, 
and in that languid look of care and depression which any 
diminution in the natural quantity of food for any length 
of time uniformly impresses upon the countenance. In fact, 
the whole group had a sickly and woe- worn appearance, as 
was evident from the unnatural dejection of the young, who, 
instead of exhibiting the cheerfulness and animation of youth, 
now moped about without gaiety, sat brooding in corners, or 
struggled for a warm place nearest the dull and cheerless fire. 

* That is — condiment, savour. 
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"The day was, Donnel," said Sullivan, whilst he pointed, 
with a sigh, to the unfurnished chimney, " when we could 
give you — as I said a while agone — a betther welcome — in 
one sense — I mane betther tratement — than we can give you 
now; but you know the times that is in it, an' you know the 
down-come we have got, an' that the whole counthry has got, 
80 you must only take the will for the deed now ; to such 
as we have you're heartily welcome. Get us some dinner, 
Bridget," he added, turning to the wife ; " but, first and 
foremost, bring that girl into the room here, till she hears 
what I have to say to her ; and, Donnel, as you wor a wit- 
ness to the disgraceful sight we seen a while agone, come 
in and hear, too, what I'm goin' to say to her. I'll have no 
black thraison in my own family against my own blood, an' 
against the blood of my lovin' brother, that was so thraichor- 
ously shed by that boy's father." 

The persons he addressed immediately passed into the cold, 
damp room as he spoke ; Mave, the causo of all this anxietj^, 
evidently in such a state of excitement as was pitiable. Hor 
njother, who, as well as every other member of the f amity, 
had been ignorant of this extraordinary attachment, seemed 
perfectly bewildered by the language of her husband, at 
whom, as at her daughter, she looked with a face on which 
niight be read equal amazement and alarm. 

Have Sullivan was a young creature, shaped with extra- 
ordinary symmetry, and possessed of great natural grace. 
Her stature was tall, and all her motions breathed unstudied 
ease and harmony. In colour, her long abundant hair was 
beantifully fair — precisely of that delightful shade which 
generally accompanies a pale but exquisitely clear and al- 
most transparent complexion. Her face was oblong, and her 
features so replete with an expression of innocence and youth, 
as left on the beholder a conviction that she breathed of utter 
guilelessness and angelic purity itself. This was principally 
felt in the bewitching charm of her smile, which was irre- 
sistible, and might turn the hatred of a demon into lovo. 
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All her motions were light and elastic, and her whole figure, 
though not completely developed, was sufficiently rounded 
by the fulness of health and youth to give promise of a rich 
and luxuriant maturity. On this occasion she became deadly 
pale ; but as she was one of those whose beauty only assumes 
a new phase of attraction at every change, her paleness now 
made her appear, if possible, an object of greater interest. 

" In God's name, Jerry," asked her mother, looking from 
father to daughter in a state of much distress, "what is 
wrong, or what has happened to put you in sich a condition ? 
I see by the anger in your eye an' the whiteness on your 
cheeks, barrin' the little red spot in the middle, that some- 
thing out o' the way all out has happened to vex you." 

" You may well say so, Bridget," he replied ; " but when 
I tell you that I came upon that undutiful daughter of ours 
coortin' wid the son of the man that murdhered her uncle — 
my only brother — you won't be surprised at the state you 
see me in — coortin' wid a fellow that Dan M^Gowan here 
knows will be hanged yet, for he's jist afther tellin' him so." 

" You're ravin', Jerry," exclaimed his wife, who appeared 
to feel the matter as incredible ; " you don't mean to tell me 
that she'd spake to, or know, or make any freedoms what- 
somever wid young Condy Dalton, the son of her uncle's 
murdherer ? Hut, no, Jerry, don't say that at all events — 
any disgrace but that — death, the grave, or — or — anything 
— anything — but sich an unnatural curse as that would be." 

" I found them together behind the garden not many 
minutes ago," replied Sullivan. "Donnel here seen them 
as well as I did — deny it she can't ; an' now let her say what 
brought her there to meet him, or rather what brought him 
all the way there to meet her ? Answer me that, you dis- 
grace to the name — answer me at wanst ! " 

The poor girl trembled, and became so weak as to be 
scarcely able to stand ; in fact, she durst not raise her eye 
to meet that of either parent, but stood condemned and in- 
capable of utterance. 
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The night had now nearly set in, and one of her little 
sisters entered with a rash candle in her hand, the light 
of which, as it fell dimly and feebly on the group, gave to 
tlie proceedings a wild and impressive appearance. The 
prophecy-man, with his dark, stem look, peculiar nose, and 
black raven hair that fell thickly over his shoulders, con- 
trasted strongly with the fair, artless countenance and 
beaatiful figure of the girl who stood beside him, whilst 
over opposite them were Sullivan himself and his wife, their 
faces pale with sorrow, anxiety, and indignation. 

"Give me that candle," proceeded her father — " hand it to 
me, child, and leave the room ; then," he proceeded, holding 
it up to a great coat of frieze which hung against the wall — 
"there's his coat — there's my lovin' brother's coat; look 
^oo, it now, and ax yourself what do you desarve for meetin' 
>Sun8t our will an' consint the son of him that has the 
murdher of the man that owned it on his hands an' on his 
Jwwt ? What do you desarve, I say ? " 

The girl spoke not, but the Black Prophet, struck by the 
words and the unexpected appearance of the murdered man's 
wat, started ; in a moment, however, he composed himself, 
Md calmly turned his eyes upon Sullivan, who proceeded to 
address his daughter,— 

"You have nothing to say, then? You're guilty, an', of 
wurae, you have no excuse to make ; however, I'll soon put 
an end to all this. Bring me a prayer-book. If your book- 
oath can bind you down against ever " 

He could proceed no further. On uttering the last words 
his daughter tottered, and would have fallen to the ground 
iad not Donnel Dhu caught her in his arms. She had, in 
bctj become almost insensible from excess of shame and over- 
excitement, and, as Donnel carried her towards a bed that 
was in the comer of the room, her head lay over against his 
face. 

It is unnecessary to say that Sullivan's indignation was 
immediately lost in alarm. On bringing the candle near her 
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the first thing they observed were streaks of blood upon 
Donnel Dhu's face, that gave to it, in connection with the 
mark of the blow he had received, a frightful and hideous 
expression. 

'^ What is this ! " exclaimed her mother, seizing the candle, 
and holding it to the beautiful features of her trembling 
daughter, which were now also dabbled with blood — "in 
Gcd's name, what ails my child ? Oh, Mave, Mave, my darlin', 
what's come over you? Blessed Mother of Maixjy, what 
blood is this ? Achora machree^ Mave, spake to me — to the 
mother that 'ud go distracted, and that will, too, if anything's 
wrong wid you. It was cruel in you, Jerry, to spake to her 
so harsh as you did, an' to take her to task before a sthranger 
in sich a cuttin' manner. Saivier of Airth, Mave, darlin', 
won't you spake to me — to your own mother ? " 

" Maybe I did spake to her too severely," said her father, 
now relenting, "an' if I did, may Qtxi forgive me, for sure 
you know, Bridget, I wouldn't injure a hair of my darlin's 
head. But this blood ! — this blood ! — oh, where did it come 
from ? " 

Her weakness, however, proved but of short duration, and 
their apprehension was soon calmed. Mave looked round 
her rather wildly, and no sooner had her eyes rested on 
Donnel Dhu, than she shrieked aloud, and turning her face 
away from him with something akin to fear and horror, she 
flung herself into her mother's arms, exclaiming, as she hid 
her face in her bosom, — 

"Oh, save me from that man ; don't let him near me ; 
don't let him touch me. I can't tell why, but I'm deadly 
afraid of him. What blood is that upon his face ? Father, 
stand between us ! " 

" Foolish girl ! " exclaimed her father, " you don't know 
what you're sayin'. Of coorse, Donnel, you'll not heed her 
words, for, indeed, she hasn't come to herself yet. But, in 
God's name, where did this blood come from that's upon you 
and her ? " 
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"You can't suppose, Jerry," said Donnel, "that the poor 
girl's words would make me take any notice of them. She 
luw been too much frightened, and won't know, maybe, in a 
few minutes that she spoke them at all." 

"That's thrue,', said her mother ; " but with regard to the 
blood " 

She was about to proceed, when Mave rose up, and re- 
quested to be taken out of the room. 

"Bring me to the kitchen," said she; "I'm afraid; and 
see this blood, mother." 

Precisely as she spokd a few drops of blood fell from her 
nose, which, of course, accounted for its appearance on Donnel's 
face, and probably for her terror also at his repulsive aspect. 

" What makes you afeard of poor Donnel, asthore ? " asked 
her mother — " a man that wouldn't injure a hair of your 
bead, nor of one belongin' to you, an' never did." 

"Why, when my father," she returned, "spoke about the 
coat there, an' jist as Donnel started, I looked at it, an' seen 
itmovin', an', I don't know why, but I got afeard of him." 

Sullivan held up the candle mechanically, as she spoke, 
towards the coat, upon which they all naturally gazed : but, 
whether from its dim flickering light, or the force of imagi- 
Dation, cannot be determined, one thing was certain, the coat 
appeared actually to move again, as if disturbed by some 
invisible hand. Again, also, the prophet involuntarily 
started, but only for a single moment. 

"Tut," said he, "it's merely the unsteady light of the 
candle; show it here." 

He seized the rushlight from Sullivan, and approaching the 
coat, held it so close to it, that had there been the slightest 
jx)ssible motion, it could not have escaped their observation. 

" Now," he added, " you see whether it moves or not ; but, 
indeed, the poor girl is so frightened by the scowldin' she 
got, that I don't wondher at the way she's in." 

Mrs. Sullivan kept still gazing at the coat^ in a state of 
terror almost equal to that of her daughter. 
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" Well," said she, " I've often heard it said that one is 
sometimes to disbelieve their own eyes ; an' only that I know 
the thing couldn't happen, I would swear on the althar that 
I seen it movin'." 

" I thought so myself, too," observed Sullivan, who also 
seemed to have been a good deal perplexed and awed by the 
impression ; " but, of coorse, I agree wid Donnel, that it was 
the unsteady light of the rush that made us think so ; how- 
aniver it doesn't mather now ; move or no move, it won't 
bring him that owned it back to us, so Qod rest him ! and 
now, Bridget, thry an' get us something to ait." 

" Before the girl laves the room," said the prophecy-man, 
" let me spake what I think, an' what I know. I've lost 
many a weary day an' night in studyin' the futhur, an' in 
lookin' into what's to come. I must spake, then, what I 
think, an' what I know, regardin' her. I must ; for when 
the feelin' is on me, I can't keep the prophecy back." 

" Oh ! let me go, mother," exclaimed the alarmed girl ; 
" let me go ; I can't bear to look at him." 

" One minute, acushla, till you hear what he has to say to 
you," and she held her back with a kind of authoritative 
violence, as Mave attempted to leave the room. 

" Don't be alarmed, my purty creature," spoke the prophet ; 
" don't be alarmed at what I'm goin' to say to you, an' about 
you, for you needn't. I see great good fortune before you. I 
see a grand and handsome husband at your side, and a fine 
house to live in. I see stairs, an' carpets, an' horses, an' 
hounds, an' yourself with jewels in your white little ears, 
an' silks an' satins on your purty figure. That's a wakin' 
dhrame I had, an' you may all mark my words, if it doesn't 
come out thrue : it's on the leaf, an' the leaf was open to me. 
Grandeur an' wealth is before her, for her beauty an' her 
goodness will bring it all about, an' so I read it." 

"An' what about the husband himself?" asked her 
mother, whose affection caused her to feel a strong interest 
in anything that might concern the future interests of her 
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daughter; "can you tell us nothing about his appearance, 
that we might give a guess at him ? " 

" No," replied M'Gtewan, for such was the prophet's name, 
" not to you ; to none but herself can I give the marks an' 
tokens that will enable her to know the man that is to be her 
hnsband when she sees him ; and to herself, in the momin', 
I will, before I go — that is, if she'll allow me — for what is 
written in the dark book ought to be read and expounded. 
Hff beauty and her goodness will do it all." 

The man's words were uttered in a voice so full of thoso 
soft and insinuating tones that so powerfully operate upon 
the female heart ; they breathed, too, such an earnest spirit 
of good-will, joined to an evident admiration of the beauty 
and goodness he alluded to, that the innocent girl, notwith- 
standing her previous aversion, felt something like gratifica- 
tion at what he said, not on account of the prospects held out 
to her, but because of the singular charm and affectionate 
spirit which breathed in his voice ; or, might it not have been 
tkt delicate influence of successful flattery which so gently 
insinuates itself into the heart of woman, and soothes that 
vanity which unconsciously lurks in the very purest and most 
innocent of the sex ? So far from being flattered by his pre- 
dictions, she experienced a strong sensation of disappoint- 
ment, because she knew where her affection at that moment 
rested, and felt persuaded that if she were destined to enjoy 
the grandeur shadowed out for her, it never could be with 
tim whom she then loved. Notwithstanding all this, she felt 
ier repugnance against the prophet strongly counterbalanced 
by the strange influence he began to exercise over her ; and 
with this impression she and they passed to the kitchen, 
where in a few minutes she was engaged in preparing food 
for him, with a degree of good feeling that surprised her- 
self. 

There is scarcely anything so painful to hearts naturally 
generous, like those of the Sullivans, as the contest between 
the shame and exposure of conscious poverty on the one hand, 

D 
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and the anxiety to indulge in a hospitable spij-it on the other. 
Nobody unacijnainted with Ireland could properly understand 
the distress of mind which this conflict almost uniformly 
pi-oduces. On the present occasion it was deeply felt by this 
respectable but declining family ; and Mave, the ingenuous 
and kind-hearted girl, felt much of her unacconn table hoiTor 
of this man removed by its painful exercise. Still her aver- 
sion was not wholly overcome, although much diminished ; 
for, ever as she looked at his swollen and disfigured face, and 
thought of the mysterious motions of the murdered man'a 
coat, she could not avoid turning away her eyes, and wishing 
that she had not seen him that evening. The scanty meal 
was at length over ; a meal on which many a yonng eye 
dwelt with those yearning looks that take their character 
from the hungry and wolfish spirit which marks the eioBtenoe 
of "a hard year," as it is called in our unfortnnata^country, 
and which, to a benevolent heart, forms such a sorrowful 
subject for contemplation. Poor Bridget Sullivan did all 
in her power to prevent this evident longing from being 
observed by M'Gowan, by looking significantly, shaking her 
head, and knitting her brows, at the children ; and when 
theae failed she had recourse to threatening attitudes and all 
kinds of violent gestures ; and on these proving also unsuo- 
cessfnl, she was absolutely forced to speak aloud,^ 

" Come, childhre, start out now and play yourselves ; be 
off, I say, an' don't stand ready to jump down the daicent 
man's throat wid every bit he aits." 

She then drove them abroad somewhere, but as the rain 
fell heavily the poor creatures were again forced to return, 
and resume their pitiable watch until the two men had 
finished their scanty repast. 

Seated round the dull and uncomfortable fire, the whole 
family now forgot their Lunger and care for a time, in the 
wild legends with which M'Gowan entertained tham, until 
the hour of rest. 

"We haven't the best bed in the world," observed Sullivan, 
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" nor the best bed-clothes aither, but, as I said before, I wish, 
for all our sakes, they were betther. You must take your 
chance wid these two slips o' boys to-night as well as you 
can. If you wish to tumble in now you may; or, maybe 
you'd wish to join us in our prayers. We sthrive, God help 
ns, to say a Bosary every night, for, af ther all, there's nothin' 
like puttin' one's self undher the holy protection of the 
Almighty, blessed be His name ! Indeed, this sickness 
that's goin' is so rife and dangerous that it's good to sthrive 
to be prepared, as it is indeed, whatever comes, whether 
hunger or plenty, sickness or health ; an' may God keep us 
prepared always ! " 

M^Gowan seemed for a moment at a loss, but almost im- 
mediately said in reply, — 

"Yon are right, Jerry, but as for me, I say whatever 
prayers I do say, always by myself ; for I can then get my 
mind fixed upon them betther. I'll just turn into bed, then, 
for troth, I feel a little stiff and tired ; so you must only 
let me have my own way to-night. To-morrow night I'll 
pray double." 

Hie then withdrew to his appointed place of rest, where, 
after having partially undressed himself, he lay down, and 
for some time could hear no other sounds than the solemn 
voices of this struggling and afflicted little fold, as they 
united, in oflfering up their pious and simple act of worship 
to that Great Being, in whose providential care they felt 
such humble and confiding trust. 

When their devotions were concluded, they quietly, and 
in a spirit at once of resignation and melancholy, repaired to 
their respective sleeping-places, with the exception of old 
Sullivan himself, who, after some hesitation, took down the 
great coat already so markedly alluded to, and exclaiming, 
partly by way of soliloquy, and partly to those within hear- 

ing,- 

" I don't know — but still there can't be any harm in it ; 
mre's it's betther that it should be doin' somo good than 
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hangin' up there idle, against the wall, sich a night as this. 
Here, Dan, for the first time since I put it up wid my own 
hands, except to shake the dust off it, I'm going to turn this 
big coat to some use. There," he added, spreading it over 
them ; " let it help to keep you warm to-night — for, God 
knows, you want it, you an' them poor gorsoons. Your 
coverin' is but light, an' you may hear the down-powrin* of 
rain that's in it ; an' the wind, too, is risin' fast, every minute 
— gettin' so strong, indeed, that I doubt it 'ill be a storm 
before it stops; an' Dan, if it 'udn't be too much, inaybe 
you'd not object to offer up one pother an' avy for the poor 
sowl of him that owned it, an' that was brought to his 
account so suddenly and so terribly. There," he added, 
fixing it about them ; " it'll help to keep you warm at any 
rate ; an' it's surely betther to have it so employed than 
hangin' idle, as I have said, against the wall." 

M^Q-owan immediately sat up in the bed, and putting 
down his hands, removed the coat. 

" We don't want it at all," he replied ; " take it away, 
Jerry — do, for Heaven's sake. The night's not at all so 
cowld as you think, an' we'll keep one another warm enough 
widout it, never fear." 

" Troth you do want it," said Sullivan ; ^^ for, fareer gair, 
it's the light coverin' that's over you an' them, poor boys. 
Heigh-ho, Dan, see what innocence is — poor things, they're 
sound already — an' may God pity them an' provide for them, 
or enable me to do it ! " And as he looked down upon the 
sleeping lads, the tears came so abundantly to his eyes, that 
he was forced to wipe them away. " Keep the coat, Dan," 
he added, " you do want it." 

" No," replied the other. " The truth is, I couldn't sleep 
under it. I'm very timersome, an' a little thing frightens 
me." 

" Oh," said Sullivan, " I didn't think of that ; but in 
troth, if you're timersome, it's more than the world b'lieves 
of you. Well, well — I'll hang it up again ; so good night, 
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an' a sound sleep to you, an' to every man that has a free 
conscience in the sight of God ! " 

No response was given to this prayer, and his words were 
followed by a deep and solemn silence, that was only broken 
occasionally by the heavy pattering of the descending rain, 
and the fitful gusts of the blast, as they rushed against the 
house, and whistled wildly among the few trees by which it 
and the garden were enclosed. 

Every one knows that a night of wind and storm, if not 
rising actually to a tempest or hurricane, is precisely that on 
which sleep falls with its deepest influence upon men. Sulli- 
van's family, on that which we are describing, were a proof 
of this, at least until about the hour of three o'clock, when 
they were startled by a cry for help, so loud and frightful 
that in a moment he and the boys huddled on their dress, and 
hurried to the bed in which the prophet lay. In a minute or 
two they got a candle lit ; and truly the appearance of the 
man was calculated to drive fear and alarm into their hearts. 
They found him sitting in the bed, with his eyes so wild and 
staring that they seemed straining out of their sockets. 
His hair was erect, and his mouth half open and di-awn back, 
whilst the perspiration poured from him in torrents. His 
hands were spread, and held up, with their palms outwards, 
as if in the act of pushing something back that seemed to 
approach him. " Help," he shouted ; " he's comin' on me — 
he will have me powerless in a minute. He is gaspin' now, 

as he Stay back, stay back — here — help, help ; it's the 

murdhered man — he's upon me. Oh ! — Oh, God ! he's comin' 
nearer and nearer. Help me — save me ! " 

Sullivan, on holding the candle to his face, perceived that 
he was still asleep ; and, suspecting the nature of his dream, 
he awoke him at once. On seeing a portion of the family 
about him, he started again, and looked for a moment so 
completely aghast that he resembled horror personified. 

"Who — what — what are you? Oh," he exclaimed, re- 
covering, and striving to compose himself, " ha — Good God ! 
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what a frightful dlirame I had. I thought I was aiurdhei-iu' 

a man— murdherm' the " he paused, nud etaied wildly 

about him. 

" Murdheriu' who ? " asked Jerry. 

" Murdheriu' 1 eh — ha*-why, who — who talks about mur- 
dheriu' ? " 

" Compose yourself," added Sullivan ; " you did ; but you're 
frightened. You say you thought you were murdherin' some 
one ; who waa it ? " 

" Yes, yes," he replied ; " it was myaelt. I thought the 
murdhered man was— I menn, that the man was murdherin' 
myself." And he looked with a terrible shudder of fear to- 
wards the great coat. 

"Hut!" said Sullivan, "it was only a dhrame ; composo 
yourself ; why should you be alarmed ? — your hand is free 
of it. So, as I said, compose yourself ; put your trust in 
God, an' recommend yourself to His care." 

" It was a terrible dhrame," said the other, once more 
shuddering ; " but then it was a dhrame. Grood God, yes ! 
However, I ax pardon for disturbin' you all, an' breakin' in 
Tipon your sleep. Go to bed now — I'm well enough ; only 
jist set that bit of candle by the bedside for a while, till I 
recover, for I did get a fearful fright," 

Ha then laid himself do^wn once more, and having wiped 
the perspiration from his forehead, which was now cadaver- 
ous, he bade them good-night, and again endeavoured to 
compose himself to rest. In this he eventually succeeded, 
the candle burning itself out ; and in about three-quarters 
of an hour the whole family were onco more wrapped in 
sound and uninten'upted repose. 

The nest morning the Sullivan family rose to witness 
another weary and dismal day of incessant rain, and to par- 
take of a breakfast of thin stirabout, made and served up 
with that wofnl ingenuity which necessity, the mother of 
invention in i«riods of scarcity, as well as in matters of a 
different character, had made known to the benevolent- 
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hearted wife of Jerry Sullivan ; that is to say, the victuals 
were made so unsubstantially thin, that in order to impose, if 
possible, on the appetite, it was deemed necessary to deceive 
the eye by turning the plates and dishes round and round 
several times, while the viands were hot, so as by spreading 
them over a larger surface, to give the appearance of a greater 
quantity. It is, Heaven knows, a melancholy cheat, but one 
with which the periodical famines of our unhappy country 
have made our people too well acquainted. Previous, how- 
ever, to breakfast, the prophet had a private interview with 
Have, or the Gra Gal, as she was generally termed, to denote 
her beauty and extraordinary power of conciliating affection, 
Crra Gal signifying the fair love, or to give the more com- 
prehensive meaning which it implied, the fair-haired beauty 
whom all love, or who wins all love. This interview lasted 
at least a quarter of an hour, or it might be twenty mmutes, 
but as the object of it did not then transpire, we can only 
explain the appearances which followed it, so far, at least, as 
the parties themselves were concerned. The Gra Gal, as we 
shall occasionally call her, seemed pleased, if not absolutely 
gratified, by the conversation which passed between them. 
Her eye was elated, and she moved about like one who 
appeared to have been relieved from some reflection that 
had embarrassed and depressed her ; still, it might have 
been observed that this sense of relief had nothing in it 
directly affecting the person of the prophet himself, on 
whom her eye fell from time to time with a glance that 
changed its whole expression of satisfaction to one of pain 
and dislike. On his part there also appeared a calm sedate 
feeling of satisfaction, under which, however, an eye better 
acquainted with human nature might easily detect a triumph. 
He looked, to those who could properly understand him, pre- 
cisely as an able diplomatist would who had succeeded in 
gaining a point. 

When breakfast was over, and previous to his departure, 
he brought Jerry Sullivan and his wife out to the bam, and 
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in a tono and manner of mucli mystery, assuming at the same 
time that figurative and inflated style so peculiar to him, 
and also to his rival, the Seanachie, he thus addressed them — 

" Listen," said he, " listen, Jerry Sullivan, and Bridget 
his wife ; — a child was bom, and a page was written — the 
moon saw it, and the stars saw it ; but the sun did not, for 
he is dark to fate, an' sees nothing but the face of nature. 
Do you undherstand that, Jerry Sullivan, an' you, Bridget, 
his wife ? " 

" Well, troth, we can't say we do yet," they replied ; " but 
how could we, you know, if it's regardin' prophecy you're 
spakin' ? " 

" Undherstand it ! " he replied contemptuously, " you un- 
dherstand it I— no, nor Father Philemy Corcoran himself 
couldn't undherstand it, barrin' he fasted and prayed, and 
refrained from liquor, for that's the way to get the kay o* 
knowledge ; at laist, it's the way I got it first — however, let 
that pass. As I was sayin', a child was born and a page 
was written, and an angel from heaven was sent to Nebby- 
chodanazor, the prophet, who was commanded to write. 
What will I write? says Nebbychodanazor, the prophet. 
Write down the fate of a faymale child, by name Mave 
Sullivan, daughter to Jerry Sullivan and his wife Bridget, 
of Aughnamurrin. Amin, says the prophet ; fate is fate ; 
what's before is not behind, neither is what's behind before, 
and everything will come to pass that's to happen. Amin, 
agin, says the prophet, an' what am I to write ? — Grandeur 
an' wealth — upstairs and do\vnstairs — silks an' satins — an 
inside car — bracelets, earrings, and Spanish boots, made of 
Morroccy leather, tanned at Cordovan. Amin, agin, says 
Nebbychodanazor, the prophet — this is not that, neither is 
that the other, but everything is everything — neither can 
something be nothing, nor nothing something to the end of 
time ; an' time itself is but cousin jarmin to eternity — as is 
recorded in the great book of fate, fortune, an' fatality. 
Write agin, says the angel.— What am I to ^vrite ? At the 
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name of Mabel Sullivan place along wid all the rest the two 
great paragons of a woman's life, marriage and posterity — 
write marriage happy, and posterity numerous — and so the 
child's bom, an' the page written — beauty and goodness, a 
happy father, and a proud mother — both made wealthy 
through her means." 

" And so," he proceeded, dropping the recitative, and re- 
suming his natural voice — 

"Behind and indulgent to your daughter, for she'll yet 
live to make all your fortunes. Take care of her and your- 
selves till I see yez again." 

And without adding another word he departed. 



CHAPTER IV 

A DANCE AND A DOUBLE DISCOVERY 

The dance to which Sarah M'Gowan went after the conflict 
with her step-mother, was but a miserable specimen of what 
a dance usually is in Ireland. On that occasion, there were 
but comparatively few assembled ; and these few, as may be 
guessed, consisted chiefly of those gay and frolicksome spirits 
whom no pressure of distress, nor anything short of sickness 
or death, could sober down into seriousness. The meeting, 
in fact, exhibited a painful union of mirth and melancholy. 
The season brought with it none of that relief to the peasan- 
try which usually makes autumn so welcome. On the con- 
trary, the iailure of the potato crop, especially in its quality, 
as well as that of the grain in general, was not only the 
cause of hunger and distress, but also of the sickness which 
prevailed. The poor were forced, as they too often are, to 
dig their potatoes before they were fit for food ; and the con- 
sequences were disastrous to themselves in every sense. 
Sickness soon began to appear ; but then it was supposed 
that as soon as the new grain came in, relief would follow. 
In this expectation, however, they were, alas ! most wofully 
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diaappoiuted. T!ie wetneaa of the summer and autiunn had 
soured nad fermented tliB grain so lamentably that the use 
of it transformed the Hicknesa occasioned by the unripe and 
bad potatoes into a terrible and desolating epidemic. At the 
jieriod we are treating of, this awful scourge had just set in, 
aud was beginning to carry death and miseiy in all tiieir 
horrorB throughout the country. It was no wonder, then, 
that at the dance wo are doBcribing, there was an almost 
complete absence of that cheerful and light-hearted enjoy- 
ment which is, or at least which was, to be found at such 
meetings. It was, besides, owing to the severity of the even- 
ing, but thinly attended. Such a family had two or three 
members of it sick ; another had buried a fine young woman; 
a third, an only son ; a fourth had lost the father ; and a 
fifth the mother of a largo family. In fact, the conversation 
on thia occasion was rather a catalogue of calamity and death 
than that hearty ebullition of animal spirits which throws 
its laughing and festive spirit into such assemblies. Two 
there were, however, who, despite of the gloom which dark- 
ened both the dance and the day, contrived to sustain our 
national reputation for gaiety and mirth. One of these was 
our friend Sai-ah, or, as she was better known, Sally M'Gowan, 
and tho other a young fellow named Charley Hanlon, who 
acted as a kind of gardener and steward to Dick o' the Grange. 
This young fellow poHaeaaed great cheerfulness, and such an 
everlasting fund of mirth and jocularity as made him the 
life and soul of every dance, wake, and merry-meeting in the 
parish. He was quite a Lothario in his sphere — a lady- 
Idller— and so general an admirer of the sex, that he invari- 
ably made love to every pretty girl he met, or could lure into 
conversation. The usual consequences followed. Nobody 
was such a favourite with the ses: in general, who were 
ready to tear each other's caps about him, as they sometimes 
actually did ; aud indeed this is not at all to be wondered 
at. The fellow was one of the most opec, hardy liars that 
ever lived. Of shame he had heard ; but of what it meant, 
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no earthly eloquence could give him the slightest perception ; 
and we need scarcely add, that his assurance was boundless, 
as were his powers of flattery. It is unnecessary to say, 
then, that a man so admirably calculated to succeed with the 
sex was properly appreciated by them, and that his false- 
hood, flattery, and assurance were virtues which enshrined 
the vagabond in their hearts. In short, he had got the 
character of being a rake ; and he was necessarily obliged to 
su£Eer the agreeable penalty of their admiration and favour 
in consequence. The fellow, besides, was by no means ill- 
looking, nor ill-made, but had just enough of that kind of 
face and figure which no one can readily either find fault with 
(n: praise. 

This gallant and Sally M'Gowan were, in fact, the life of 
the meeting ; and Sally, besides, had the reputation of being 
a great favourite with him — a circumstance which consider- 
ably diminished her popularity with her own sex. She her- 
self felt towards him that kind of wild, indomitable affection, 
which is as vehement as it is unregulated in such minds as 
hers. For instance, she made no secret of her attachment to 
him, but on the contrary gloried in it, even to her father, 
who, on this subject, could exercise no restraint whatsoever 
over her. It is not our intention to entertain our rearlers 
with the history of the occurrences which took place at the 
dance, as they are, in fact, not worth recording. Hanlon, at 
its close, proposed to see Sally home, as is usual. 

" You may come with me near home," slie rei)lied : " but 
I'm not goin' home to-night." 

"Why," he asked, "where the dickens are you goin', 
then?" 

"To Barney GK)rmly's wake; — there 'ill be lots of fun 
there, too," she replied. "But come — you can come wid 
. me as far as the tum-up to the house ; for I won't go in, nor 
go home neither, till after the berril, to-morrow." 

" Do you know," said he, rather gravely, " the Grey Stone 
that's at the mouth of the Black Glen— or Glen Dhu ? " 
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"I ought," said she; "sure that's where the carman w«^ 
found murdhered." 

"The same," added Hanlon. "Well, I must go that far 
to-night," said he. 

" And that's jist where I turn ofif to the Gormlys." 

" So far, then, we'll be together," he replied. 

" But why that far only, Charley— eh ? " 

" That's what you could never guess," said he, " and very 
few else aither ; but go I must, an' go I will. At all events, 
I'll be company for you in passin' it. Are you never afeard 
at night, as you go near it ? " 

" Divil a taste," she replied ; " what 'ud I be afeard of ? 
My father laughs at sich things ; although," she added, 
musing, " I think he's sometimes timorous for all that. But 
I know he's often out at all hours, and he says he doesn't 
care about ghosts — I know I don't." 

The conversation now flagged a little, and Hanlon, who 
had been all the preceding part of the evening full of mirth 
and levity, could scarcely force himself to reply to her obser- 
vations, or sustain any part in the dialogue. 

" Why, what the sorra's comin' over you ? " she asked, as 
they began to enter into the shadow of the hill at whose foot 
her father's cabin stood, and which here, for about two 
hundred yards, fell across the road. "Is it gettin' afeard 
you are ? " 

" No," he replied ; " but I was given to undherstand, last 
night, that if I'd come this night to the Grey Stone, I'd find 
out a saicret that I'd give a great deal to know." 

" Very well," she replied, " we'll see that ; an' now raise 
your spirits. Here we're in the moonlight, thank goodness, 
such as it is. Dear me, thin, but it's an awful night, and 
the wind's risin' ; and listen to the flood, how it roars in the 
glen below, like a thousand bulls ! " 

" It is," he replied ; " but liould your tongue now for a 
little, and as you're here stop wid nio f(U' u while, although I 
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ion't see how I'm likely to ocone by mncli knovkdge in sich 
a place as this." 

They now appioacbed the Grey Stone, and as they did 
the moon came ont a little from her dark shiine ol ck«id& 
but merely with that dim and feeble light which was calca- 
lated to add ghastliness and horrDT to the wildness and 
desolation of the place. 

Sally could now obeerve that her companion was ezeeed- 
ingly pale and agitated ; his Toice, as he spoke, bframe dis- 
turbed and infirm ; and as he laid his hand npon the Gr^ 
Stone he immediately withdrew it, and taking off his hat he 
blessed himself, and nmttered a short prayer with an earnest- 
ness and solemnity for which she eonld not aeooimt. Haring 
concluded it, both stood in silence iar a short time, he await- 
ing the promised information, — for which on this occasion 
he appeared likely to wait in vain, — and she withoat any 
particular purpose beyond her natoial coriositj to watch and 
know the event. 

The place at that moment was, indeed, a kmely one, and 
it was by no means surprising that, apart from the occnrrenoe 
of two murders, one on, and the other near, the sport where 
they stood, the neighbooring peasantry should feel great 
reluctance in passing it at night. The Hght of the moon was 
just sufBciont to expose the natural wildneos of the adjacent 
scenery. The glen itself lay in the shadow of the hill, and 
seemed to the eye so dark that nothing bat the huge outlines 
of the projecting crags, whose shapes appeared in the indis- 
tinctness like gigantic spectres, oould be seen, whilst all 
around, and where the pale light of the moon fell, nothing 
was visible but the muddy ^cauns of the yellow flood as it 
rushed, with its hoarse and incessant roar, through a flat 
country on whose features the storm and the hour had im- 
pressed a character of gloom, and the most dismal desolation. 
Nay, the still appearance of the Grey Stone, or ^t 

which they stood, had, when oontrastad ii^dth f 
elements about them, and associated with the o 
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mitted at its very foot, a solemn appearance that was of 
itself calculated to fill the mind with awe and terror. 
Hanlon felt this, as, indeed, his whole manner indicated. 

" Well," said his companion, alluding to the short prayer 
he had just concluded, " I didn't expect to see you at your 
prayers like a voteen this night, at any rate. Is it fear that 4 
makes you so pious upon our hands ? Troth, I doubt there's I 
a white feather — a cowardly drop — in you, still an' all." 

" If you can be one minute serious, Sally, do, I beg of you. 
I am very much disturbed, I acknowledge, an' so would you, 
maybe, if you knew as much as I do." 

"You're the colour of death," she replied, putting her 
fingers upon his cheek ; " an' my God ! is it paspiration I feel, 
sich a night as this? I declare to goodness it is ! Give me 
that white pocket-handkerchy that you say Peggy Murray 
gave you. Where is it ? " she proceeded, taking it out of his 
pocket. " Ay, ay, I have it ; stoop a little ; take care of your 
hat, here now," and while speaking she wiped the cold 
perspiration from his forehead. " Is this the one she made 
you a present of it, an' put the letthers on ? " 

" It is," he replied, " the very same ; but she didn't make 
me a present of it, she only hemmed it for me." 

" That's a lie of you," she replied, fiercely : " she bought it 
for you out of her own pocket. I know that much. She 
tould Kate Duffy so herself, an' boasted of it ; but, wait." 

" Well," replied Hanlon, anxious to keep down the gust of 
jealousy which he saw rising, " and if she did, how could I 
prevent her ? " 

" What letthers did she put on it ? " 

" P. and an M.," he replied, " the first two letthers of my 
name." 

" That's another lie," she exclaimed, " they're not the two 
first letthers of your name, but of her own ; there's no M 
in Hanlon. At any rate, unless you give the same hand- 
kerchy to me I'll make it be a black business to her." 

" Keep it, keep it, wid all my heart," said he, glad to get 
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rid of a topic which at that moment came on him so power- 
fully and unseasonably. " Do what you like wid it." 

" You say so willingly now — do you ? " 

" To be sure I do ; an' you may tell the whole world that 
I said so, if you lil^e." 

"P. M. — oh, ay, that's for Peggy Murray — maybe the 
letthers I saw on the ould tobaccy-box I found in a hole of 
the wall to-day were for Peggy Murray. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Oh, 
maybe I won't have a brag over her ! " 

" What letthers ? " asked Hanlon eagerly ; " a tobaccy- 
box, did you say ? " 

" Ay did I — a tobaccy-box. I found it in a hole in the 
wall in our house to-day ; it tumbled out while I was gettin' 
some cobwebs to stop a bleedin'." 

" Was it a good one ? " asked Hanlon, with apparent care- 
lessness ; " could one use it ? " 

" Hardly ; but no, it's all rusty, an' has but one hinge." 

"But one hinge!" repeated the other, who was almost 
breathless with anxiety ; "an' the letthers — what's this you 
say they wor ? " 

" The very same that's on your handkerchy," she replied — 
" a P and an M." 

" Great God ! " he exclaimed, " is this possible ! Heavens ! 
what is that ? Did you hear anything ? " 

" What ails you ? " she inquired. " Why do you look so 
frightened ? " 

" Did you hear nothing? " he again asked. 

"Ha! ha! — hear!" she replied, laughing — "hear; I 
thought I heard something like a groan ; but sure 'tis only 
the wind. Lord ! what a night ! Listen how the wind and 
storm growls, an' tyrannizes, and rages down in the glen 
there, an' about the hills. Faith, there'll be many a house 
stripped this night. Why, what ails you? Afther 
all, you're but a hen-hearted divil, I doubt; sorra thing 
else." 

Hanlon made her no reply, but took his hat off, and once 
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more oflfered up a short prayer, apparently in deep and rxu^** 
extraordinary excitement. 

" I see," she observed, after he had concluded, " that you'r^ 
bent on your devotions this night, an' the divil's own plao^ 
you've pitched upon for them." 

" Well, now," replied Hanlon, " 111 be biddin' you good- 
night ; but, before you go, promise to get me that tobacqy- 
box you found ; it's the least you can give me for Peggy 
Murray's handkerchy." 

" Hut ! " returned Sally, " it's not worth a thraneen : you 
couldn't use it even if you had it ; sure it's both rusty and 
broken." 

" No matther for that," he replied ; " I want to play a 
thrick on Peggy Murray wid it, so as to have a good laugh 
against her —the pair of us — you wid the handkerchy, and 
me wid the tobaccy-box." 

"Very well," she replied. "Ha! ha! ha !— that'll he 
great. At any rate, I've a crow to pluck wid the same 
Peggy Murray. Oh, never fear, you must have it; the 
minnit I get my hands on it I'll secure it for you." 

After a few words more of idle chat they separated ; he to 
his master's house, which was a considerable distance oflF; 
and this extraordinary creature — unconscious of the terrors 
and other weaknesses that render her sex at once so depen- 
dent on and so dear to man, full only of delight at the 
expected glee of the wake — to the house of death where it 
was held. 

In the country parts of Ireland it is not unusual for those 
who come to a wake-house from a distance to remain there 
till the funeral takes place ; and this also is frequently the 
case with the nearest door neighbours. There is generally 
a solemn hospitality observed on the occasion, of which the 
two classes I mention partake. Sally's absence, therefore, 
on that night, or for the greater portion of the next day, 
excited neither surprise nor alarm at home. On entering 
their miserable shieling, she found her father, who had just 
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letmned, and her stepmother, in high words ; the cause of 
wbich, she soon learned, had originated in his account of 
tko interview between young Dalton and Mave Sullivan, 
tc^ther with its unpleasant consequences to himself. 

"What else could you expect," said his wife, "but what 
you got? You're ever an' always too ready wid your divil's 
f grin an' your black prophecy to thim you don't like. I 
wondher you're not afeard that some of them might come 
back to yourself, an' fall upon your own head. If ever a 
man tempted Providence you do." 

"Ah, dear me ! " he exclaimed, with a derisive sneer, ren- 
dered doubly repulsive by his now hideous and disfigured 
face, "how pious we are! Providence, indeed! Much I 
care about Providence, you hardened jade, or you aither, 
whatever puts the word into your purty mouth. Providence ! 
oil, how much we regard it, as if Providence took heed of 
what we do. Qo an' get me somethin' to put to this swel- 
lin', you had betther ; or if it's goin' to grow religious you 
MB, be off out o' this ; we'll have none of your cant or 
pishOiroffues here." 

"What's this?" inquired Sarah, seating herself on a three- 
legged stool, " the ould work is it ? bell-oat, bell-dog — Ah, 
you're a blessed pair, an' a purty pair, too ; you, wid your 
swelled face, an' blinkin' eye — arrah^ what daicent man gave 
you that? and you," she added, turning to her stepmother, 
"wid your cheeks poulticed, an' your eye blinkin' on the 
other side — what a pair o' beauties you are, ha ! ha ! ha ! — I 
wouldn't be surprised if the divil an' his mother fell in con- 
ate wid you both— ha ! ha ! ha ! " 

"Is that your manners, afther spendin' the night away 
wid yourself?" asked her father, angrily. "Instead of 
stealin' into the house thremblin' with fear, as you ought to 
he, you walk in with your brazen face, ballyraggin' us like a 
Hecthor." 

"Devil a taste I'm afeard," she replied, sturdily—" I did 
nothing to be afeard or ashamed of, an' why should I ? " 

E 
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" Did you see Iilr. Hanlon on your travels — eh ? " 
" You needn^t say ' eh ' about it," she replied ; " to be saT& 
I did ; it was to meet him I went to the dance — I have n^ 

saicrets." 

"Ah, you'll come to a good end yet, I doubt," said h&T 
father. 

" Sure she needn't be afeard of Providence, anyhow," ob- 
served his wife. 

" To the devil wid you at all events," he replied ; " if you'r© 
not off out o' this to get me something for this swellin' I'll 
make it worse for you." 

" Ay, ay, I'll go," she said, looking at him with peculiar 
bitterness, "an' wid the help of the same Providence that 
you laugh at, I'll take care that the same roof won't cover 
the three of us long. I'm tired of this life, an' come or go 
what may I'll look to my sowl, an' lead it no longer." 

" Do you mane to break our hearts ? " he replied, laughing, 
" for sure we couldn't do less afther her, Sally ; eh ? ha ! ha! 
ha ! Before you lave us, anyhow," he added, " go an' get me 
some casharrawan roots to bring down this swellin' ; I can't 
go to the Grange wid sich a face as this on me." 

"You'll have a blacker an' a worse one on the day of 
judgment," replied Nelly, taking up an old spade as she 
spoke, and proceeding to look for the casJiarraivan (dande- 
lion) roots which he wanted. 

When she had gone, the prophet, assuming that peculiar 
sweetness of manner, for which he was so remarkable when 
it suited his purpose, turned to his daughter, and putting 
his hand in his waistcoat pocket, pulled out a tress of fair 
hair, whose shade and silky softness were exquisitely 
beautiful. 

" Do you see that," said he ; " isn't that purty ? " 

" Show," she replied, and taking the tress into her hand, 
she looked at it. 

" It is lovely ; but isn't that aiquil to it ? " she continued, 
letting loose her own of raven black and equal gloss and 
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soitaess — " what can it brag over tliat, eh ? " and as she com- 
pared them her black eye flashed, and her cheek assumed a 
ricli glow of pride and conscious beauty, that made her look 
jost such a being as an old Grecian statuary would have 
wished to model from. 

" It is aiquil to her's any day," replied her father, softened 
into aJFection as he contemplated her ; " and, indeed, Sally, 
I think you're her mat<5h every way except — except — no 
matter, troth are you." 

"What are you going to do wid it ? " she asked ; " is it to 
the Grange it's goin' ? " 

"It is ; an' I want you to help me in what I mentioned to 
you. If I get what I'm promised we'll lave the country, 
you and I, and as for that ould vagabond, we'll pitch her to 
ould Nick. She's talkin' about devotion, and has nothin' but 
ftovidence in her lips ! " 

" But isn't there a Providence ? " asked his daughter, with 
a sparkling eye. 

"Devil a much myself knows or cares," he replied, with 
indifference, " whether there is or not." 

"Bekase, if there is," she said, pausing — " if there is, one 
might as well " 

" She paused again, and her fine features assumed an intel- 
lectual meaning — a sorrov/ful and meditative beauty, that 
gave a new and more attractive expression to her face than 
ter father had ever witnessed on it before. 

"Don't vex me, Sarah," he replied, snappishly. "Maybe 
"8 goin' to imitate her you are. The clargy knows these 
things maybe — an' maybe they don't. I only wish she'd 
come back with the casharraivan. If all goes right, I'll 
pocket what'll bring yourself an' me to America. I'm be- 
ginnin' somehow to get unaisy ; an' I don't wish to stay in 
this country any longer." 

Whilst he spoke, the sparkling and beautiful expression 
which had lit up his daughter's countenance passed away^ 
and with it probably the moment in which it was pes- 
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sible to have opened a new and higher destiny to her ex- 
istence. 

Nelly, in the meantime, having taken an old spade with 
her to dig the roots she went in quest of, turned up Glendhu, 
and kept searching for some time in vain, until at length she 
found two or three bunches of the herb growing in a little 
lonely nook that lay behind a projecting ledge of rock, where 
one would seldom think of looking for herbage at all. Here 
she found a little, soft, green spot, covered over with dande- 
lion ; and immediately she began to dig it up. The softness 
of the earth and its looseness surprised her a good deal ; and 
moved by an unaccountable curiosity, she pushed the spade 
farther down, until it was met by some substance that felt 
rather hard. From this she cleared away the earth as well 
as she could, and discovered that the spade had been opposed 
by a bone ; and on proceeding to examine still further, she 
discovered that the spot on which the dandelions had grown, 
contained the bones of a full-grown human body. 



CHAPTER V 

THE BLACK PROPHET IS STARTLED BY A BLACK PROPHECY 

Having satisfied herself that the skeleton was a human one, 
she cautiously put back the earth, and covered it up with the 
green sward, as graves usually are covered, and in such a way 
that there should exist, from the disturbed appearance of the 
place, as little risk as possible of discovery. This being 
settled, she returned with the herbs, and laying aside the 
spade, from off which she had previously rubbed the red 
earth, so as to prevent any particular observation, she sat 
down, and locking her fingers into each other, swayed her 
body backwards and forwards in silence, as a female does 
in Ireland when under the influence of deep and absorbing 
sorrow, whilst from time to time she fixed her eyes on the 
prophet, and sighed deeply. 



THE PEOPHET IS STAEIXED BY j 



I "I thought," said te, " I sent yon for the caaharrawan — 
j Inhere ia it ? " 

j " Oh," she replied, nnroUing it from the comer of her 
j tpron, " here it is — I forgot it — ay, I forgot it— and no won- 
j dher— oh, no wondher indeed! — Providence! Yon may 
I btaaphayme Providence as mnch aa yon like ; bnt he'll take 
hia own out o' yoa yet ; an' indeed it's comin' to that — it ia, 
Donnel, an' yon' 11 find it so." 

The man had just taken the herbs into his hand, and was 
ibout to shred them into small leaves for the poiiltice, when 
sbe uttered the last words. He turned hia eyes upon her! 
E an instant that terrible scowl for which he was so re- 
Arkable when in a state of passion, gave its deep and 
idly darkness to Ms already disfigured visage. 
8 blazed, and one half of his face became 5 ' 



" What do you mane ? " he asked — " what does she mane, 

I tell you wanst for all, you must give up ringin' 

Dce into my ears, unless you wish to bring my hand 

u, as yon often did — mark that ! " 

B"" Your ears," she replied, looking at him calmly, and with- 

p seeming to regard his threat ; " oh, I only wish I could 

Ig the feai' of Providence into your heart — I wish I could ; 

i Pll do lor yourself what you often pretend to do for others, 

1 give yon wamiu'. I tell you now that Providence 

I UiijBjlf ia on your track — that his judgment's hangin' over 

)''m— and that it'll fall upon you before long;— this ia my 

propliecy, and a bla,ck one you'll soon find it," 

HJThftt Nelly had been always a woman of some good-nature, 

^Bli gleams of feeling and humanity appearing in a character 

^Berwise apathetic, hard, and dark, M'Gowan well knew; 

^Bthat she was capable of bearding him In one of his worst 

^B mOBt ferocious moods, was a circumstance which amazed 

^Bfthaolately overcame him. Whether it was the novelty 

^BtBe moral elevation of the position she so une^'^w^t^U.'^ 

^bmed, or some larking conviction within laimaeVt -wViiifa. 
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echoed Lack the truth of her language, it is difficult to say. 
Bo that, however, as it might, he absolutely quailed before 
her, and instead of giving way to headlong violence or oat- 
rage, ho sat down, and merely looked on her in silence and 
amazement. 

Sarah certainly thought he was unnecessarily tame on the 
occasion, and that Nelly's phophecy ought not to have been 
listened to in silence. The utter absence of all fear, however, 
on the part of the elder female, joined to the extraordinary 
union of determination and indifference with which she spoke, 
liad something morally impressive in it ; and Sarah, who 
felt, besides, that there seemed a kind of mystery in the 
words of the denunciation, resolved to let the matter rest be- 
tween them, at least for the present. 

A silence of some time now ensued, during which she looked 
from the one to the other with an aspect of uncertainty. At 
length, she burst into a hearty laugh — 

^' Ha, ha, ha ! — well," said he, " it's a good joke at any 
rate to see my father bate wid his own weapons. Why, she 
has frightened you more wid her prophecy than ever you did 
any one wid one of your own. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

To this sally neither replied, nor seemed disposed to 
reply. 

"Here," added Sarah, handing her stepmother a cloth, 
" remimbor you have to go to Darby Skinadre's for meal. 
I'd go myself, an' save you the journey, but that I'm afraid 
you might fall in love wid one another in my absence. Be 
off now, you old step-devil, an' get the meal ; or, if you're . 
not able to go, I will." 

After a lapse of a few minutes, the woman rose, and taking 
the cloth, deliberately folded it up, and asked him for money 
to purchase the meal she wanted. 

" Here," said he, handing her a written paper, *^ give him 
that, an' it will do as well as money. He expects Master 
Dick's interest for Dalton's farm, an' I'll engage he'll attend 
to th/jh" 
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She received the paper, and looking at it, said — 

" I hope this is none of the villainy I suspect." 

" Be off, he replied ; " get what you want, and that's all 
you have to do." 

" What's come over you? " asked Sarah of her father, after 
the other had gone. " Did you get af eared of her ? " 

** There's something in her eye," he replied, " that I don't 
like, and that I never seen there before." 

" But," returned the other, a good deal surprised, " what 
can there be in her eye that you need care about ? You have 
nobody's blood on your hands, an' you stole nothin'. What 
made you look afeard that time ? " 

" I didn't look afeard." 

" But I say you did, an' I was ashamed of you." 

" Well, never mind — I may tell you something some o' 
these days about that same woman. In the meantime, I'll 
throw myself on the bed, an' take a sleep, for I slept but 
little last night." 

"Do so," replied Sarah; "but at any rate, never be 
cowed by a woman. Lie down, an' I'll go over a while to 
Tom Cassidy's. But first," I had betther make the poultice 
for your face, to take down that ugly swellin'." 

Having made and applied the poultice, she went off, light- 
hearted as a lark, leaving her worthy father to seek some 
rest if he could. 

She had no sooner disappeared, than the prophet, having 
closed and bolted the door, walked backwards and forwards 
in a moody and unsettled manner. 

"What," he exclaimed to himself, "can be the matther 
with that woman, that made her look at me in sich a way a 
while agone? I could not mistake her eye. She surely 
knows more than I thought, or she would not Q.x her eye into 
mine as she did. . Could there be anything in that dhrame 
about Dalton an' my coffin ? Hut ! that's nonsense. Many 
a dhrame I had that went for nothing. The only thing she 
could stumble on is the hoXj an' I don't think she would . be 
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likely to find that out, unless she went to throw down the 
house ; but anyhow it's no harm to thry." 

He immediately mounted the old table, and, stretching np, 
searched the crevice in the wall where it had been, but, ve 
need not add, in vain. He then came down again, in a state 
of dreadful alarm, and made a general search for it in every 
hole and comer visible, after which his agitation became wild 
and excessive. 

'' She has got it ! " he exclaimed — '' she has stumbled on it, 
aided by the devil — an' may she soon be in his clutches !— 
and it the only thing I'm afeared of ! But then," he added, 
pausing, and getting somewhat cool, '' does she know how it 
might be brought against me, or who owned it ? I don't 
think she does ; but still, where can it be, and what could 
she mane by Providence trackin' me out ? — an' why did she 
look as if she knew something ? Then that dhrame — I can't 
get it out o' my head this whole day — and the terrible one I 
had last night, too ! But that last is aisily accounted for. 
As it is, I must only wait an' watch her; an' if I find 
she can be dangerous, why — it^ll he worse for Tier — that's 
all." 

He then threw himself on the wretched bed, and, despite 
of his tumultuous reflections, soon fell asleep. 



CHAPTER VI 

A RUSTIC MISER AND HIS ESTABLISHMENT 

There is to be found in Ireland, and, we presume, in all 
other countries, a class of hardened wretches, who look for- 
ward to a period of dearth as to one of great gain and advan- 
tage, and who contrive, by exercising the most heartless and 
di&bolical principles, to make the sickness, famine, and gene- 
ral desolation which scourge their fellow-creatures, so many 
•omrces of successful extortion and rapacity, and consequently 
•I iselves. These are country misers, or money- 
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fenders, who are remai^able for keeping meal until the ar- 
rival of what is termed a hard year, or a dear summer, when 
tliey sell it out at enormous or usurious prices, and who, at 
all times and under all circumstances, dispose of it only at 
terms dictated by their own griping spirit, and the crying 
Moessity of the unhappy purchasers. 

The houses and places of such persons are always remark- 
able for a character in their owners of hard and severe 
saving, which at a first glance has the appearance of that • 
rare virtue in our country called frugality — a virtue which, 
upon a closer inspection, is found to be nothing with them 
kt selfishness, sharpened up into the most unscrupulous 
avarice and penury. 

About half-a-mile from the residence of the Sullivans, lived 
a remarkable man of this class, named Darby Skinadre. In 
appearance he was lank and sallow, with a long, thin, 
paiched-looking face, and a miserable crop of yellow beard, 
which no one could pronounce as anything else than "a 
dead failure ; " added to this were two piercing ferret eyes, 
always sore and fiery, and with a tear standing in each, or 
trickhng down his fleshless cheeks ; so that, to persons dis- 
posed to judge only by appearances, he looked very like a 
man in a state of perpetual repentance for his transgressions, 
or, what was still farther from the truth, who felt a most 
Christian sjnnpathy with the distresses of the poor. In his 
house, and about it, there was much, no doubt, to be com- 
mended, for there was much to mark the habits of the saving 
man. Everything was neat and clean, not so much from any 
innate love of neatness and cleanliness, as because these 
qualities were economical in themselves. His ploughs and 
fanning implements were all snugly laid up and covered, lest 
they might be injured by exposure to the weather ; and his 
house was filled with large chests and wooden hogsheads, 
trampled hard with oatmeal, which, as they were never 
opened unless during a time of famine, had their joints and 
crevices festooned by innumerable mealy -looking cciW^^^ 
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which description of ornament extended to the dresser itself, 
where they might be seen upon most of the cold-looking 
shelves, and those neglected utensils, that in other families 
are mostly used for food. His haggard was also remarkaUe 
for having in it, throughout all the year, a remaining stack 
or two of oats or wheat, or perhaps one or two large ricka 
of hay, tanned by the sun of two or three summers into a 
tawny hue — each or all kept in the hope of a failure and a 
famine. 

In a room from the kitchen, he had a beam, a pair of scales, 
and a set of weights, all of which would have been vastly 
improved by a visit from the lord mayor, had our mealmonger 
lived under the jurisdiction of that civic gentleman. He was 
seldom known to use metal weights when disposing of hifl 
property; in lieu of these he always used round stones, 
which, upon the principle of the Scottish proverb, that 
*^ many a mickle makes a muckle," he must have found a 
veiy beneficial mode of transacting business. 

If anything could add to the iniquity of his principles, as a 
plausible but most unscrupulous cheat, it was the hypocriti- 
cal prostitution of the sacred name and character of religion 
to his own fraudulent impositions upon the poor and the dis- 
tressed. Outwardly, and to the eye of men, he was prover- 
bially strict and scrupulous in the observation of its sanc- 
tions, but outrageously severe and unsparing upon all who 
appeared to be influenced either by a negligent or worldly 
spirit, or who omitted the least tittle of its forms. Heligipn. 
and its duties, therefore, were perpetually in his mouth, but 
never with such apparent zeal and sincerity as when enforc- 
ing his most heartless and hypocritical exactions upon the 
honest and struggling creatures whom necessity or neglect 
had driven into his meshes. 

Such was Darby Skinadre; and certain we are that the 
truth of the likeness we have given of him will be at once 
recognised by our readers as that of the roguish hypocrite, 
whose rapacity is the standing curse of half the villages of 
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ilie oonntxy, especially during seasons of distress, or failure 
d crops. 

Skinadre, on the day we write of, was reaping a rich har- 
?B8t from the miseries of the unhappy people. In a lower 
room of his house, to the right of the kitchen as you entered 
it, he stood over his scales, weighing out with a dishonest 
and parsimonious hand, the scanty pittance which poverty 
enabled the wretched creatures to purchase from him ; and 
in order to give them a favourable impression of his piety, 
and consequently of his justness, he had placed against the 
wall a delf crucifix, with a semi-circular receptacle at the 
bottom of it for holding holy water. This was as much as 
to say, " How could I cheat you with the image of our Blessed 
Bodeemer before my eyes to remind me of my duty, and to 
teach me, as He did, to love my fellow-creatures ? " And 
with many of the simple people, he actually succeeded in 
making the impression he wished ; for they could not conceive 
it possible, that any principle, however rapacious, could drive 
a man to the practice of such sacrilegious imposture. 

There stood Skinadre, like the very Genius of Famine, 
surrounded by distress, raggedness, feeble hunger, and totter- 
ing disease, in all the various aspects of pitiable suffering, 
Hopeless desolation, and that agony of the heart which im- 
presses wildness upon the pale cheek, makes the eye at once 
dull and eager, parches the mouth, and gives to the voice of 
aiflery tones that are hoarse and hollow. There he stood, 
striving to blend consolation with deceit, and, in the name of 
religion and charity, subjecting the helpless wretches to fraud 
and extortion. Around him was misery, multiplied into all 
ber most appalling shapes. Fathers of families were there, 
who could read in each other's faces, too truly, the gloom and 
anguish that darkened the brow and wrung the heart. The 
strong man, who had been not long before a comfortable 
iarmer, now stood dejected and apparently broken - down, 
shorn of his strength without a trace of either hope or spirit ; 
« wofully shrunk away too, from his j^superftuowa ?i^^^t^\^ 
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that the spectators actually wondered to think that this mi 
the large man, of such powerful frame, whose feats of strength 
had so often heretofore filled them with amazement. Bat, 
alas ! what will not sickness and hunger do? 

There, too, was the aged man — the grandsire himself-— hent 
with a double weight of years and sorrow — without food 
until that late hour; forgetting the old pride that nevor 
stooped before, and now coming with the last feeble ail- 
ment, to remind the usurer that he and his &ther had been 
schoolfellows and friends, and that although he had refused 
to credit his son, and afterwards his daughter-in-law, stOl, 
for the sake of old times, and of those who were now no moire, 
he hoped he would not refuse to his grey hairs and tears, and 
for the sake of the living God besides, that which would 
keep life in his son and his daughter-in-law, and his famishing 
grandchildren, who had not a morsel to put in their months 
nor the means of procuring it on earth — if he failed them. 

And there was the widower, on behalf of his motherless 
children, coming with his worn and desolate look of sorrow, 
almost thankful to God that his Kathleen was not permitted 
to witness the many-shaped miseries of this woful year ; and 
yet exj^eriencing the sharp and bitter reflection, that now, in 
all their trials — in his poor children's want and sickness— 
in their meanings by day and their cries for her by night, 
they have not the soft affection of her voice nor the tender 
touch of her hand to soothe their pain — nor has he that 
smile, which was ever his, to solace him now, nor that faith- 
ful heart to soothe him with its affection, or to cast its 
sweetness into the bitter cup of his affliction. Alas ! no ; he 
knows that that heart will beat for him and them no more; 
that that eye of love will never smile upon them again ; and 
HO he feels the agony of her loss superadded to all his other suf- 
forings, and in this state he approaches the merciless usurer. 

And the widow — emblem of desolation and dependence — 
liow shall she meet and battle with the calamities of this 
fearful season ? She out of whose heart these very calamities 
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draw forth the remembrances of him ahe has bat, with such 
vividness that his past virtues are added to her present suf- 
ferings ; and his manly love as a huyband — his tenderness aa 
a parent^ — his protecting hand and ever kind heart, crush her 
aolitexy spirit by their memory, and drag it down to the 
Qtbarmost depths of affliction. Oh ! bitter reflection ! — " if 
her Owen were now alive, and in health, she would not be 
here ; bnt God took him to Himself, and now unless he — the 
miser — has compassion on her, she and her children^her 
Owen's children— mast lie down and die ! If it were not for 
their sakea, poor darlings, she would wish to follow him out 
of such a world ; but now she and the Almighty are all that 
ihey have to look to, blessed be His name ! " 

Others there were whose presence showed how far t!ie 
general destitution had gone into the heart of society, and 
visited many whose circumstances had been looked upon as 
beyond its reach. The decent iarmer, for instance, whom 
no one had suspected of distress, made his appearance among 
them with an air of cheerfulness that was put on to baifio 
KQspicion, Sometimes he laughed as if his heart were light, 
»nd again expressed a kind of condescending sympathy with 
some poor person or other to whom he spoke kindly, as a 
fflu would do who knew nothing personally of the distress 
which he saw about him, but who wished to encourage those 
who did with the cheering hope that it must soon pass away. 
Then affecting the easy manner of one who was interesting 
linself for another person, he asked to have some private 
(onvoreation with the usurer, to whom he communicated the 
uunediat^ want that pressed upon himself and his family. 

It ie impossible, however, to describe the various aspects 
•M claims of misery which presented themselves at Skin- 
i^s house. The poor people flitted to and fro, silently and 
liejecttKily, ivast^d, feeble, and sickly — sometimes in small 
Sroujie nf twos and threes, and sometimes a solitary individ- ■ 
it be seen hastening with earnest but languid speed, 
tha life of bouib dear child or beloved parent, ol o.'b.'o^ 
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band or wiie, or, perhaps, the lives of a whole family, dej 
upon her or his arrival with food. 



CHAPTER Vn 

A PANORAMA OF MISERY 

Skkadre, thin and mealy, with hia coat off, but wearing a 
waistcoat to which were attached flannel Mleeves, was busily 
engaged in the agreeable task of administering to thsir nefoee- 
uities. Such was bis smoothness of maimer, and ths siiignlar 
control which a long life of hypocrisy had given him over lis 
feelings, that it was inijwssible to di-aw any correct diatinc- 
tion between that which he only aagumed and that which ha 
really felt. This consequently gave him an immense advau- 
tago over every one with whom he came in contact, especially 
the artless and candid, and all who were in the habit of es- 
preseing what they thought. We shall, however, take the 
liberty of introducing him to the reader, and allow honest 
Skinadre to speak for himself. 

"They're beggars— thim three— that woman and her two 
childre ; still my heart bleeds for them, bekaso we should 
love cm' neighbours as ourselves ; but I have given away 
as much meal in charity, an' me can so badly afford it, 
as would — I can't now, indeed, my poor woman ! Sick— 
tUrnth they look sick, an' you look sick yourself. Here, 
Paddy Lenahan, help that woman and her two poor childre 
out of that half-buahel of meal you've got ; you won't miea a 
handful for God's sake." 

This he said to'a poor man who had just purchased some 
oatmeal from him ; for Skinadre was one of those persons 
who, however he may have neglected works of mercy him- 
self, took great delight in encouraging others to perform 
them. 

" Troth it's not at your desire I do it, Darby," replied the 
old man; "butbekase ehe and they wants it, God help them! 
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it's a'most everybody's case as well as mine. Be what I may, 
you know I'm honest." 

"I don't doubt your honesty, Jemmy; but, Jemmy, if I 
sell my meal to a man that can pay and won't, or if I sell 
my meal to a man that would pay and can't, by which do I 
lose most ? There it is, Jemmy — think o' that, now. Six in 
family, you say ? " 

" Six in family, wid the woman an' myself." 

" The sorra man livin' feels more for you than I do, an' I 
would let you have the meal if I could ; but the truth is, 
I'm makin' up my rent — an' Jemmy, I lost so much Ust 
year by my own foolish good-nature, an' I gave away » 
much on trust, that now I'm brought to a hard pass myadt 
Throth I'll fret enough this night for havin' to refuse you. 
I know it was rash of me to make the promise I did ; bat 
still, God forbid that ever any man should be able to throw 
it in my face, an' say that Darby Skinadre ever broke his 
promise." 

" What promise ? " 

" Why never to sell a pound of meal on trust." 

" God help us, then ! — for what to do or where to go I 
don't know." 

" It goes to my heart, Jemmy, to refuse you — six in family, 
an' the two of yourselves. Throth it does, to my very 
heart itself ; but stay, maybe we may manage it. You have 
no money you say ? " 

" No money now, but won't be long so, plaise God." 

" Well, but haven't you value of any kind ? — sure, God 
help them, they can't starve, poor creatures — the Lord pity 
them ! " 

Here he wiped away a drop of villainous rheum which ran 
down his cheek, and he did it with such an appearance of 
sympathy, that almost any one would have imagined it was 
a tear of compassion for the distresses of the poor man's 
family. 

" Oh ! no, they can't starve. Have you no value of any 
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ind, Jemmy ? — ne'er a beast now, or anything that way ? " 

" Why, there's a young heifer ; but I'm strugglin' to keep 
t to help me in the rent. I was obliged to sell my pig long 
igo, for I had no way of feedin' it." 

"Well, bring me the heifer, Jemmy, an' I won't let the 
srathurs starve. We'll see what can be done when it comes 
lere. An' now, Jemmy, let me ax you if you wint to hear 
nass on last Sunday ? " 

"Throth I didn't like to go in this trim. Peggy has a 
irob of frieze half -made this good while ; it'll be finished 
Kane time, I hope." 

"Ah! Jemmy, Jemmy, it's no wondher the world's the 
vay it is, for indeed there's little thought of God or religion 
in it Tou passed last Sunday like a haythen, an' now see 
how you stand to-day for the same." 

" You'll let me bring some o' the meal home wid me now," 
Kid the man ; " the poor cratures tasted hardly anything to- 
day yet, an' they wor cryin' whin I left home. I'll come 
baek wid the heifer fvll but. Throth they're in outher 
misery. Darby." 

" Poor things ! — an' no wondher, wid sich a haythen of a 
bther ; but, Jemmy, bring the heifer here first, till I look 
it it ; an' the sooner you bring it here the sooner they'll have 
idief, the crathurs." 

It is not our intention to follow up this iniquitous bargain 
any farther; it is enough to say that the heifer passed from 
Jenuny's possession into his, at about the fourth part of its 
value. 

To those who had money he was a perfect honeycomb, 
overflowing with kindness and affection, expressed in such a 
profusion of warm and sugary words, that it was next to an 
impoBsibility to doubt his sincerity. 

"Darby," said a very young female, on whose face was 
Ueoded equal beauty and sorrow, joined to an expression 
^t was absolutely deathlike, " I suppose I needn't ax you 
ior credit ? '' 
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t an nnfortttnate baby iu her arms, literally tottei-ed out 
khe room, gobbing bitterly, and with a look of misery and 

r that it was woeful to contemplate. 
rAh, theii, Harry Hacket," said be, passing to another, 
r are you? an' how are all you over in Derrycloony, 
y ? not forgettin' the ould couple ? " 
^Throth middlin' only, Darby. My fine boy, Dennis, is 
1 wid this illness, an' I'm wantin' a barrel of meal from 
I till towards Chriatmaa." 
rCome inside, Harry, to this Uttle neat here, till I tell 
B something; an", by the way, let your father know I've 
I a new prayer that he'll like to lani, for it's he that's the 
I man, an' attinda to his duties— may God enable Jiim ! 
f every one that has the devotion in the right place ; amin 
'phlerndh t " 

i then brought Hacket into a little out-shot behind the 
1 which the scales were, and, shutting the door, thus 
a sweet, confidential kind of whisper — 
i* You see, Harry, what I'm goin' to say to you is what 
I not say to ever another in the parish, the divil a one — 
1 pardon me for swearin' — amin a Chiernahf I'm ruined 
Bout — smashed down, an' broke horse an' foot ; there's the 
wins that wint to America, an' I lost more than thirty 
fcnds by them." 

" I thought," replied Hacket, " they paid you before they 
went ; they were always a daicent an' an honest family, an' 
I niver heard any one spake an ill word o' them." 
" Not a [lenny, Harry." 

" That's odd, then, bekase it was only Sunday three weeks 
that Murty Slevin, their cousin, if you remimber, made you 
I acknowledge that they paid you, at the chapel green." 

" Ay, an' I do acknowledge ; bekase, Harry, one may as 
, spake charitably of the absent as not; it's only in private 
1 that I'm lettin' out the truth." 

well," exclaimed the other, rather impatiently, 
t have they to do wid us? 
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"Ay have they ! it was what I lost by them an' others- 
see now don*t be gittin' onpatient, I bid you — time enougli 
for that when j-ou're refused — that prevints me from bein' 
able to give credit as I'd wish. I'm not refosin' you, Harry; 
but achorOf listen : youll bring me yonr bill at two monthSi 
only I must charge yon a thrifie for trust, for chaxices, or 
profit an' loss, as the schoolmasther says ; but you're to keep 
it a saicret from livin' mortual, bekase if it 'ud get known 
in these times that I'd do sich a thing, I'd have the very 
flesh ait ofiF o' my bones by others wantin' the same thing; 
bring me the bill, then, Harry, an' I'll fill it up myself, only 
be dhe husth ^ about it." 

Necessity forces those who are distressed to comply witk 
many a rapacious condition of the kind; and the consequence 
was that Hacket did what the pressure of the time compelled 
him to do, passed his bill to Skinadre at a most usurioos 
price, for the food which was so necessary to his family. 

It is surprising how closely the low rustic extortioner and 
the city usurer upon a larger scale resemble each other in 
the expression of their sentiments — in their habits of business 
— their plausibility — natural tact — and especially, in that 
hardness of heart and utter want of all human pity and sym- 
pathy, upon which the success of their black arts of usury 
and extortion essentially depends. With extortion in all 
its forms Skinadre, for instance, was familiar. From those 
who were poor but honest he got a bill such as he exacted 
from Hacket, because he knew that, cost what it might to 
thom, he was safe in their integrity. If dishonest, he still 
trot a bill and relied upon the law and its cruel list of haras- 
Hing and fraudulent expenses for security. From others he 
jijot property of all descriptions : from some butter, yam, a 
pioce of frieze, a pig, a cow, or a heifer. In fact, nothing that 
possessed value came wrong to him, so that it is impossible 
to describe adequately the web of mischief which this blood- 
Hucking old spider contrived to spread around him, especially 

* Hold your tongue. 
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for those whom he knew to be too poor to avail themselves of 
a remedy against his villainy. 

" Molly Cassidy, how are you ? " he said, addressing a 
poor-looking woman, who carried a parcel of some descrip- 
tion rolled up under her cloak ; " how are all the family, 

" Glory be to God for it, they can scarcely be worse," 
replied the woman, in that spirit of simple piety and vener- 
ation for the Deity, which in all their misery characterizes the 
Irish people ; " but sure we're only sufferin' like others, an' 
indeed not so bad as many — there's Mick Kelly has lost his 
fine boy, Lanty ; an' his other son, young Mick, isn't expected 
— an' all wid this sickness, that was brought on them, as it is 
everywhere, wid bad feedin'." 

" They're miserable times, Molly — at laist I find them so 
— for I dunna how it happens, but every one's disappoint- 
ment falls upon me, till they have me a'most out of house an' 
home — throth it ud' be no wondher I'd get hard-hearted some 
day, wid the way I'm thrated an' robbed by every one — ay, 
indeed — bekase I'm good-nathured, they play upon me." 

The poor creature gave a faint smile, for she knew the 
man's character thoroughly. 

" I have a dish of butther here. Darby," she said, " an' I 
want meal instead of it." 

"Butther, Molly — why thin, Molly, sure it isn't to me 
you're bringin' butther— me that has so much of it lyin' on 
my hands here already. Sure, any way, it's down to dirt 
since the wars is over — butther is — if it was anything else 
but butther, Molly; but it's of no use — I've too much of 
it." 

" The sorra other thing I have, then, Mr. Skinadre ; but 
sure you'd betther look at it, an' you'll find it's what butther 
ought to be — firm, clane, an' sweet." 

"I can't take it, achora ; there's no market for it 
now." 

" Here, as we're distressed, take it for sixpence a pound. 



and that's the lowest pric« — God knows if we wom't as wa 
are, it isn't for that you'd get it." 

" Troth, I dar' say, you're ill off— ae who isn't in tbe» 
times?— an' it's worse they're gettin' an' will be gettin' 
every day — throth, I say, my heart bleeds for you— but we 
can't dale — oh, no !^ — butther, as I said, is only dirt now." 

"For God's sake, then," exclaimed the alarmed creataiB, 
" take it for whatever you like." 

" It 'ud go hard wid me to see your poor family in a state 
of outther waat," he replied, " an' it's not in my nature to 
bo harsh to a strugglin' person — so whether I lose or gfuS) 
I'll allow you threepence a pound for it." 

A shade of bitterness came across her features at this 
iniquitous proposal ; but she felt the truth of that old adagei 
in all its severity, that necessity has no law. 

" God help us," she exclaimed, " threepence a pound to*" 
sich butther as this !— however, it's the will o' God, sure aa' 
it can't be helped— take it." 

" Ay, it's aisy said, take it ; but not so aisy to say what 'll 
I do wid it, when I have it ; however, that's the man I ara* 
an' I know how it 'ill end wid me — aarvin' every one, workia' 
for every one, an' thinkin' of every one but myself, an' little 
thanks or gratitude for all— I know I'm not fit for sich s 
world— but still it's a consolation to be doin' good to our fellow- 
cratures when we can; and that's what lightens my heart." 

A woman now entered, whose appearance excited general 
sympathy, as was evident from the subdued murmurs of 
compassion which were breathed from the persons assembled, 
as soon as she entered the room. There was something 
about her, which, in spite of Iier thin and worn dress, inti- 
mated a consciousness of a position, either then or at soma 
previous time, above that of the common description of 
farmers' wives. No one could mistake her for a highly- 
educated woman, but there was in her appearance that 
decency of manner resulting from habits of independence and 
from moral feeling, which, at a first glance, whether it be 
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iccompanied by superior dress or not, indicates something 

which is felt to entitle its proprietor to unquestionable 

lespect. The miser, when* she entered, had been putting 

away the dish of butter into the outshot we have mentioned, 

80 that he had not yet an opportunity of seeing her, and ere 

lie returned to the scales, another female possessing probably 

not less interest to the reader, presented herself — this was 

Have or Mabel, the young and beautiful daughter of the 

pons and hospitable Jerry Sullivan. 

Skinadre, on perceiving the matron who preceded her, 
paosed for a moment, and looked at her with a wince in his 
tkin features which might be taken for an indication of either 
pleasure or pain. He closed the sympathetic eye, and wiped 
it; bat this not seeming to satisfy him, he then closed both, 
wd blew his nose with a little skeleton mealy handkerchief, 
that lay on a sack beside him for the purpose. 

"Hem — a-hem ! why thin, Mrs. Dalton, it isn't to my poor 
place I expected you would come.'^ 

"Darby," she replied, "there is no use for any length of 
conversation between you and me — I'm here contrary to the 
wishes of my family — but I am a mother, an' cannot look 
ttpon their destitution without feelin' that I shouldn't allow 
ay pride to stand between them and death — we are starving, 
I mean— they are — and I'm come to you to ask for credit — 
if we are ever able to pay you, we will ; if not, it's only one 
good act done to a family that often did many to you when 
tkey thought you grateful." 

"I'm the worst in the world — I'm the worst in the world," 
r^Ked Skinadre ; " but it wasn't 'till I knew that you'd be 
pnt out o' your farm that I offered for it, and now you've 
taken away my correcther, and spoke ill o' me everywhere, 
an' said I bid for it over your heads — ay, indeed ; an' that 
it was your husband that set me up, by the way — oh, yes — 
an' supposin' it was — an' I'm not denyin' it, but is that any 
'aison that I'd not bid for a good farm, when I knew that 
Jtt 'ud be put out of it." 
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" I am now spakin' about the distress of our family," said 
Mrs. DaltoD, " you know that sickness has been among lu, 
an' is among us — poor Tom is just able to be up, but that's 
all ! " 

'^ Throth an' it 'ud be well for you all, an' for himself too, 
that he had been taken away afore he comes to a bad end, 
what he will come to, if (Jod hasn't said it — I hope he feda 
the affliction he brought on poor Ned Murray an' his &mily 
by the hand he made of his unfortunate daughter." 

''He does feel it. The death of her brother and their 
situation has touched his heart, and he's only waitin' for 
better health and better times to do her justice ; but now, 
what answer do you give me ? " 

" Why this : I'm harrished by what I've done for every 
one — an' — an' — the short and the long of it is, that Fve 
neither male nor money to throw away. I couldn't afford it, 
and I can't. I'm a rogue, Mrs. Dalton — a ^miser, an extor- 
tioner, an ungrateful knave, an' everything that's bad an' 
worse than another — an' for that raison, I say, I have neither 
male nor money to throw away. That's what I'd say if I 
was angry ; but I'm not angry. I do feel for you an' them ; 
still, I can't afford to do what you want, or I'd do it, for I 
like to do good for evil, bad as I am. I'm strivin' to make 
up my rent, an' to pay an unlucky bill that I have due to- 
morrow, and doesn't know where the money's to come from 
to meet both. 

" Mave Sullivan, acJioraj what can I " 

Mrs. Dalton, from her position in the room, could not have 
noticed the presence of Mave Sullivan, but even had she 
been placed otherwise, it would have been somewhat difficult 
to get a glimpse at the young creature's face. Deeply did 
she participate in the sympathy which was felt for the mother 
of her lover, and so naturally delicate were her feelings, 
that she had drawn up the hood of her cloak, lest the other 
might have felt the humiliation to which Mave's presence 
must have exposed her by the acknowledgment of their 



^^Krees. Neither waa tlus all the gentle and generous girl 

^^B to suffer. She experienced, in her own pei'son, as welt 

^^■Mrs. Dalton did, the painful sense of degradation which 

^^■essity occasions, by a violation of that hereditary spirit 

^^Hecent pride and independence which the people consider 

^^■the prestige of high respect, and which, even whilst it 

^^fetea" compassion and sympathy, is looked upon, to a cer- 

^^n extent, as diminished by even a temporary visitation of 

^^verty. When the meal-man, therefore, addressed her, she 

^^Konscioiwly threw the hood of her cloak back, and dia- 

^^Med to the spectators a face burning with blushes, and 

^^Bb filled with tears, The tears, however, were for the 

^^■tress of Mrs. Dalton and her family, and the blushes for 

^^B painful circumstances which compelled her at once to 

T witness them, and to expose those which -were felt under 

her own care-wom father's roof. Mrs. Dalton, however, 

on looking round and perceiving what seemed to be an 

ebullition merely of natural shame, went over to her with 

a calm but mournful manner, that amounted almost to 

dignity, 

"Dear Mave," said she, "there Is nothing here to be 
ashamed of. God forbid that the struggle of an honest 
family with poverty should bring a blot upon either your 
good name or mine. It does not, nor it will not — so dry 
your tears, my darlin' girl— there are better times before us 
all, I trust. Darby Skinadre," she added, turning to the 
miser, "you are both hard-hearted and ungrateful, or you 
would remember, In our distress, the kindness we showed 
you and jonrs. If you can cleanse yom- conscience from 
the stain of ingratitude. It must be by a change of life." 

"Whatevei' stain may be on my ungrateful conscience," 
he replied, turning up his red eyes, as it were with thanks- 
giving, " there's not the stain of blood and murdher on it — 
that's one comfort." 

Mrs. Dalton did not seem to hear him, neither did she 
loolc in the directioii of where he stood. As the words were 
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uttered, she had been in the act of extending her hand to 
Mave Sullivan, who had hers stretched out to receive it 
There now occurred, however, a mutual pause. Her band 
was withdrawn, as was that of Mave also, who had suddenly 
become pale as death. 

^^ Gkxl bless you, my darlin' girl 1 " exclaimed Mrs. Balton, 
sighing, as if with some hidden sorrow — '' God bless you and 
yours, prays my unhappy heart this day!" 

And with these words she was about to depart, when 
Mave, trembling and much agitated, laid her hand gently 
and timidly upon hers — adding, in a low, sweet, and trema- 
lous voice — 

" My heart is free from that suspicion— I can't tell why— 
but I don't believe it." 

And while she spoke, her small hand gradually caught 
that of Mrs. Dalton, as a proof that she would not withhold 
the embrace on that account. Mrs. Dalton returned her 
pressure, and at the same moment kissed the fair girl's lips, 
who sobbed a moment or two in her arms, where she threw 
herself. The other again invoked a blessing upon her head, 
and walked out, having wiped a few tears from her pale 
cheeks. 

The miser looked upon this exhibition of feeling with some 
surprise ; but as his was not a heart susceptible of the im- 
pressions it was calculated to produce, he only said, in a tone 
of indifference, — 

" Well, to be sure now, Mave, I didn't expect to see you 
shakin' hands wid and kissin' Condy Dalton's wife, at any 
rate — considherin' all that happened atween the families. 
However, it's good to be forgivin' — I hope it is — indeed, I 
know that ; for it comes almost to a failin' in myself. Well, 
achora, what am I to do for you ? " 

"Will you let me speak to you inside, a minute?" she 
asked. 

" Will I? Why, then, to be sure I will— an' who knows 
but it's my daughter-in-law I might have you yet, aviUish I 
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Yourself and Darby's jist about an age. Come inside, 
Qhagur," 

Their dialogue was not of a very long duration. Skinadre, 
ODiretaming to the scales, weighed two equal portions of oat- 
ineal, for one of which Mave paid him. 

"I will either come or send for this," she said, laying her 
bud upon the one for which she had paid. ^^ If I send any 
one, 111 give the token I mentioned." 

"Very well, a suchar — very well," he replied, "it's for 
nobody livin' but yourself I'd do it ; but sure now that I 
Met begin to coort you for Darby, it won't be aisy to refuse 
yoQ anything in raison." 

''Hind, then," she observed, as she seized one of the por- 
tions, in order to proceed home — " mind," said she, laying 
her hand upon that which she was leaving behind her — 
"mind it's for this one I have paid you." 

"Very well, oc^ora-it makes no differ; sure a kiss o' 
ftfim red, purty lips o' yours to Darby will pay the intherest 



» 



Two other females now made their appearance, with one 
of whom our readers are already acquainted. This was no 
other than the prophet's wife, who had for her companion 
» woman whom neither she herself nor any one present 



"Mave Sullivan, darlin'," exclaimed the former, '' I'm glad 

^ 8ee you. Are you goin' home now ? " 
"I am, Nelly," replied Mave, " just on my step." 
"Well, thin, if you stop a minute or two, I'll bo part o' 
way home wid you. I have something to mention as we 

go along." 

"Very well, then," replied Mave, "make as much haste as 
you can, Nelly, for I'm in a hurry"; and an expression of 
^'lelancholy settled upon her countenance as she spoke. 

The stranger was a tall, thin woman, much about the age 
*Dd height of the prophet's wife, but neither so lusty nor 
^^gorons in appearance. She was but indifferently Ai^^«>^^^ 
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and though her featorcs had evidently been handsome in her 
younger days, yet there was now a thin, shrewish expression 
about the nose, and a sharpness about the compressed lipB, 
and those curves which bounded in her mouth, that betokened 
much firmness, if not obstinacy of character, joined to a look 
wliich might as well be considered an indication of trial and 
sufferings as of a temper naturally none of the best. 

On hearing Mave Sullivan's name mentioned, she started, 
and looked at her keenly, and for a considerable time ; after 
which she asked for a drink of water, which she got in the 
kitchen, where she sat, as it seemed, to rest a little. 

Nelly, in the mean time, put her hand in a red, three- 
cornered pocket that hung by her side, and pulling out a 
piece of writing, presented it to the meal-man. That worthy 
gentleman, on casting his eyes over it, read it as follows :— 

"Darby Skinadbe, — Give Daniel M^Gowan, otherwise the Blick 
Prophet, any quantity of meal necessary for his own family, which 
please charge — and you know why — to your friend, 

"Dick o' the Grange, Jun." 

Skinadre's face, on perusing this document, was that of a 
man who felt himself pulled in different directions by some- 
thing at once mortifying and pleasant. He smiled at first- 
then bit his lip — winked one eye — then another — looked at 
the prophet's wife with complacency — but immediately 
checked himself, and began to look keen and peevish. This, 
however, appeared to be an error on the other side ; and the 
consequence was, that, after some comical alternations, his 
countenance settled down into its usual expression. 

" Troth," said he, " that same Dick o' the Grange, as he 
calls himself, is a quare young gintleman — as much male as 
you want — a quare, mad — your family's small, I think ? " 

"But sharp an' active," she replied, with a hard smile, 
as of one who cared not for the mirth she made, " as far as 
we go." 

" Ay," said he, abruptly, " divil a much — God pardon me 
for swearin' — ever they wor good for that had a large appe- 
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tite. It's a bad sign of either man or woman. There never 

w^a a villain hanged yet that didn't ait more to his last 

Ixeakfast than ever he did at a meal in his life before. 

Bowanever, one may as well have a friend : so I suppose we 

mMt give you a thrifle." 

When her portion was weighed out, she and Mave Sullivan 
left this scene of extortion together, followed by the strange 
women, who seemed, as it were, to watch their motions, or at 
least to feel some particular interest in them. 

He had again resumed his place at the scales, and was 
about to proceed in his exactions, when the door opened and 
• powerful young man, tall, big-boned, and broad-shouldered, 
entered the room, leading or rather dragging with him the 
poor young woman and her child, who had just left the place 
in Boch bitterness and affiction. He was singularly hand- 
KHne, and of such resolute and manly bearing, that it was 
impossible not to mark him as a person calculated to impress 
«ie with a strong anxiety to know who and what he might 
be. On this occasion his cheek was blanched and his eye 
emitted a turbid fire which could scarcely be determined as 
tbat of indignation or illness. 

"Isitthrue," he asked, "that youVe dared to refuse to 
^bis— this — unfor — is it thrue that you've dared to refuse 
to girl and her starvin' father the meal she wanted ? Is 
tkis thrue, you hard-hearted ould scoundrel ? — bekase if it is, 
by the blessed sky above us, I'll pull the windpipe out of 
yonr throat, you infernal miser ! " 

He seized unfortunate Skinadre by the neck as he spoke, 
Md ahnost at the same moment forced him to project his 
^gue about three inches out of his mouth, causing his face, 
at the same time, to assume by the violence of the act, an 
expression of such comic distress and terror, as it was diffi- 
cult to look upon with gravity. 

"Is it thrue," he repeated in a voice of thunder, "that 
you've dared to do so scoundrelly an act, an' she, the unfor- 
tunate creature, famishin' wid hunger herself? " 
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Whilst he spoke, he held Skinadre's neck as if in a vice- 
firm in the same position — and the latter, of course, coiild 
do nothing more than torn his ferret eyes round as well as 
he could, to entreat him to relax his grip. 

''Don't choke him, Brian," exclaimed Hacket, who came 
forward to interpose ; " you'll strangle him — as heaven's 
above, you will." 

'' An' what great crime would that be ? " answered the 
other, relaxing his awful grip of the miser. " Isn't he, aod 
every mealmonger like him, a curse an' a scourge to the 
counthry ? — an' hasn't the same counthry curses and scourges 
enough, widout either him or them? Answer me now," he 
proceeded, turning to Skinadre, " why did you send her away 
widout the food she wanted ? " 

" My heart bled for her— but " 

" It's a lie, you bom hypocrite — it's a lie — your heart never 
bled for anjrthing or anybody." 

"But you don't know," replied the miser, "what I lost 
by " 

" It's a lie, I say," thundered out the gigantic young fel- 
low, once more seizing the unfortunate mealmonger by the 
throat, when out again went his tongue, like a piece of 
machinery touched by a spring, and again were the red 
eyes, now almost starting out of his head, turned round, 
whilst he himself was in a state of suffocation, that rendered 
his appearance ludicrous beyond description — " it's a lie, I 
say, for you have neither thruth nor heart — that's what we 
all know." 

"For heaven's sake let the man go," said Hacket, "or 
you'll have his death to answer for" — and as he spoke he 
attempted to unclasp the young man's grip — " Tom Dalton, 
I say, let the man go." 

Dalton, who was elder brother to the lover of Have Sulli- 
van, seized Hacket with one of his hands, and spun him like 
a child to the opposite end of the room. 

" Keep away," he exclaimed, " till I settle wid him — here 
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now, Skinadre, listen to mo: you refused luy father credit 
when we wanted it, although you knew we were hoiieat — you 
refused him credit when we wei* turned out of our place, 
although you knew the aicknesa waa among na— well, yon 
know whether we that wor yer frienda, an'— my father, at 
least — the makin' of you " — and, as he spoke, be accompanied 
every third word by a shalte or two, aa a kind of running 
commentary upon what lie said; "ay— you did — you knew 
it well, an' I could bear all that ; but I can't bear you to turn 
this unfortunate girl out of your place widout what she 
wants, an' ahe ainkin' wid hunger herselE. If she's in dis- 
tress, 'twas I that brought her to it, aa' to shame an' to 
sorrow too — but I'll set all right for you yet, Margaret dear 
—an' no one has a betther right to spake for her." 

" Tom," said the young woman, with a feeble voice, " for 
the love of God let him go, or he'U drop," 

" Not," replied Dalton, " till he gives you what you came 
for. Come, now," he proceeded, addressing the miser, " weigh 
her — how much will you be able to carry, Margaret?" 

"Oh, never mind now, Tom," she replied, "I don't want 
any, it'a the onld people at home^ — it'a them^it's them." 

" Weigh her out," continued the other, furiously ; " weigh 
her out a stone of male, or by all the lies that ever came from 
your lips, I'll actoeeze the breath out o' your body, you de- 
ceitful ould hypocrite." 

" I will," said the miser, panting, and adjusting his string 
ot a cravat ; " I will, Tom ; here, I anui't able, weigh it 
yourself — I'm not^indoed I'm not able," said he, breathless, 
" an' I waa thinkin' when you came in of aendin' afther her, 
bekase, when I heard of the sickneas among them, that I 
mayn't ain, but I found my heart bleedin' inwar " 

Tom's clutches were again at hia throat. " Another lie," 
he exclaimed, " an' you're a gone man ! — do what I bid you." 

Skinadre appeared, in point of fact, unable to do so, and 
Dalton, seeing this, weighed the unhappy young woman a 
Ktone ol oatmeal, which, on finding it to be too heavy for her 
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faebia strength, he was about to take up himself, when a 
put his hands to his temples, then staggered, and fell. 

They immediatoly gathered about bim to ascertain t 
cause of this sudden attack, when it appeared that he h 
become inseusible. His brow was now pale and cold ■ 
marble, and a alight dew lay upon hia broad forehead ; . 
shirt was open, and exposed to view a neck and breaat w 
although sadly wasted, were of extreme whiteness and g 
manly beauty, 

Margaret, on seeing him fall, instantly placed her bahj 
the hands of another woman, and, flying to him, raised | 
head and laid it upon her bosom ; whilst the miser, who ^ 
now recovered, shook his head, lifted hia hands, and loft 
as if he felt that hia house was undergoing pollution. In a 
meantime, the young woman bent her mouth down to I 
ear, and said, in tones that were wild and hollow, and tf 
had moi'e of despair than even of sorrow in them — 

" Tom, oh, Tom, are you gone ? — hear me — " 

But he replied not to her. 

" Ah ! there was a day," she added, looking with a moil 
ful smile around, " when he loved to listen to my voice ; 
thatday has passed for ever." 

He opened his eyes as she spoke ; hers were flxed i 
him. He felt a few wami tears on his face, and aha | 
claimed in a low voice, not designed for other ears — 

" I forgive you all, Tom dear— I forgive you all I " 

He looked at her, and, starting to his feet, exclaimed — g 

" Margaret, my own dear Margaret, hear me 
dyin' ! " he shouted, in a hoarse and excited voice — " ahi 
dyin' with want ! I see it all. She's dead ' " 

It was too true : the unhappy girl had passed into anoll 
life ; but whether from a broken heart, caused by sin, shal 
and desertion, or from famine and the pressure of gem 
destitution and distress, could never properly be ascertaia 

"I see!" exclaimed Dalton, hia eyes again blaKinf 
hia voice hollow with emotion — " I see — thei'e she lie 
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■who brought her to that V But I inteuded to sot all right. 
Ay — there she lies. An' again, how are we at home ? — 
Ijrought low — down, down to a, mud cabin ! Now, Dick o' 
the Grange, an' now, Darby Skinadre — now for revenge. 
The time is come. I'll take my place at the head of them, 
an' what's to be done, must be done. Margaret Murtagh, 
you're lyin' dead before me, and by the broken heart you died 
of " 

He could add no more; but with these wordd, tottering 
and frantic, ha ruahed out of the miser's house. 

" Wid the help o' God, the young savage is as mad as a 
March hare," observed Skinadre, coolly ; " but as it's all over 
wid the unfortunate crathur, I don't see why an honest man 
ohould lose his own, at any rate." 

Whilst uttering the words, he seized the meal, and de- 
liberately emptied it back into the chest from which young 
Dalton had taken it. 



CHAPTER Vni 

A MIDDLEMAN AND MAGISTRATE— SI ASTER AND MAN 

Having mentioned a strange woman who made her appear- 
ance at Skinadre's, it may be necessary, or, at least, agree- 
able to the reader, that we should account for her presence 
under the roof of that worthy individual, especially as she is 
likely to perfoi-m a part of some interest in our tale. We 
have aaid already that she started on hearing Mave SuUivan'a 
name mentioned, and followed her and the Black Prophet's 
wife like a person who watched their motions, and seemed to 
feel some peculiar interest iu either one or both. The reader 
must return, then, to the Grey Stone ab-eady alluded to, 
which to some of the characters in onr narrative will prob- 
ably prove to be a " stone of destiny." 

Hanlon having parted from Sarah M'Gowan in a state of 
deep and powerful excitement, wended hia way along a 
lonely and dreary road, to the residence of his master, Dick 
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o' the Grange. The storm had increased, and was still in- 1 
creasing at every successive blast, until it rose to what miglit I 
be termed a tempest. It is, indeed, a difficult thing to de-l 
scribe the peculiar state of hia feelings as he struggled on- J 
wards, sometimes blown back to a standstill, and again driTS 
forward by the gloomy and capricious tyranny of the blsB 
as if he were its mere plaything. In spite, however, c 
conflict of the external elements as they careered over U 
country around him, he could not shake from his imaginatij 
the impression left there by the groan which he had heardfl 
the Grey Stone. A superaatural terror, therefore, was up^ 
him, and he felt as if he were in the presence of an acc 
panying spirit — of a spirit that seemed anxioua t 
the fact that murder would not rest ; and so strongly did 1i 
impression gain upon him, that in the fitful bowlings of i 
storm, and in its wild wailings and dying sobs among I 
trees and hedges, as he went along, he thought he could a 
tingnish sounds that belonged not to this life. Still h 
ceeded, his terrors thus translating, as it were, the i 
conflict of the elements into the voices of the dead, or thai 
ing heaven that the strong winds bronght him to a cala 
sense of his position, by the necessity that they i 
preserving himself against their violence. In this anom 
state he advanced, until he came to a grove of old I 
that grew at the foot of one of the hill-ranges we have i 
scribed, and here the noises he heard were not calculate 
diminish his terrors. As the huge trees were 
swung about in the gloomy moonlight, his ears were assa 
by a variety of wild sounds which had never reached t 
before. The deep and repeated crashes of the tempest, a 
raged among them, were accompanied by a frightful repetlH 
of hoarse meanings, muffled groans, and wild, unea 
shrieks, which encountered him from a thousand quarter 
the grove, and he began to feel that horrible excite 
which is known to be occasioned by the mere transition I 
extreme cowardice to reckless indifference. 
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Still lie advanced homewards, repeating hia prayers with 
liiifokr energy, hia head uncovered notwithstaoding the 
Kverity of the night, and the rain pouring in torrenta upon 
bim, when he found it necessary to croaa a level of rough 
land, at all timea damp and marshy but in consequence of 
lis raina of the seaaon, now a perfect morass. Over this he 
W advanced about half-a-mile, and got beyond the frightful 
aoiBBS of the wood, when some large object rose into the air 
itm a clnmp of plashy rushea before him, and shot along the 
blast, uttering a booming aonnd, so loud and stunning that 
. he stood rivetted to the earth. The noiae resembled that 
wliich sometimes proceeda from a humming-top, if a person 
Muld Buppose one made upon such a gigantic scale aa to pro- 
fluoe the deep and hollow buzz which this being emitted. 
Hothing could now convince him that he was not surrounded 
by spirits, and he felt confident that the voice of undiacovered 
nnrder was groaning on the blast — shrieking, aa it were, 
fcr vengeance in the terrible voice of the tempest. He once 
fflOTB blessed himself, repeated a fresh prayer, and struggled 
forward, weak and nearly exhausted, until at length he 
JMched the village adjoining which hia master, Dick o' the 
OiaiLge, resided. 

Tbe winds now, and for some minutes previously, had 
i^nn to fall, and the lulls in the storm were calmer and 
SWrt trftiuent, as well aa longer in duration. Hanlon pro- 
weded lo his master's, and, peering through the shutters, 
isMvered that the servants had not yet retii-ed to rest ; then 
Wading hia steps farther up the village, he soon reached a 
snail isolated cabin, at the door of which he knocked, and in 
ilu8 time was admitted by a thin, tall female, who held a 
«ah-light in her hand. 

"Gfld protect us, dear, you're lost I — blessed father, sich 
• night! Oh 1 my, my! Well, well ; sit near the spark o' 
.iu^Bich as it is ; but, indeed, it's little you'll benefit by it. 
■B way, sit down." 
^knlon sat on a stool, and hying hia hat 1355146 Vim tiix 
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the floor, he pressed the rain as well as he could out of his 
drenched hair, and for some time did not speak, whilst the 
female, squatt«d upon the ground, somewhat lite a hare in 
her form, sat with the candle in her hand, which ahe held np 
in the direction of his face, whilst her eyee were rivetted on 
him with a look of earnest and solemn inquiry. 

" Well," she at length said, " did your jonmey end, as I 
told you it would, in nothing ? And yet, God presarve me, 
yon look — eh I — what has happened ? — you look like one that 
was terrified, sure enough. Tell me at wanst, did the dhrama 
come out thrue? " 

" I'll not have a light heart this many a day," he replied ; 
" let no one say there'a not a. Providence above us to bring 
murdher to light," 

" God of glory be about us : " she exclaimed, interrupting 
him ; " something has happened t Your looks would frightei 
one, an' your voice isn't like the voice of a livin' man. Tell 
me — and yet for all so curious aa I feel, I'm thremblin' this ' 
minute— bnt, t«ll me, did the dhrame come out thrue, I 
say?" ' 

"The dhrame came out thrue," he replied solemnly. "I 
know where the tobaccy-box ia that he had about him— 
the same that thranaported my poor uncle, or that was partly 
the means of doiu' it," 

The woman crossed herself, muttered a short ejaeulatory 
prayer, and again gathered her whole features into an ex- 
pression of mingled awe and curiosity. 

" Did you go to the place yon dhreamt of ? " she asked. 

"I went to the Grey Stone," he replied, "an' offered up 
a prayer for his sowl, afther puttin' my right hand upon it 
ill hia name, jist as I did en yestherday ; an' afther I had 
got an account of the tobbacy-boi, I heard a groan at the 
spot — as heaven's above me, I did." 

" Savior of earth, gluntho shin ? " ^ 

" But that wasn't all. On iny way home, I heard, as I 
' Do you hear that. 
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■was paeaic' tha ould trees at the Rabbit Bank, tbingff that I 
can't find words to tell you of." 

" Weil, acushla, glory be to God Cor everything! it'a all 
His will, bleased be His name ? What did you hear, avic. ? 
— but wait till I throw a dhrop o' tha holy water that I have 
hangin' in the little bottle at the bedpoat upan us." 

She rose whilst speaking, and getting the bottle alluded 
to, aprinkled both herself and him, after which she hung it 
np again in its former poaition. 

" There, now, nothin' harmful, at any rate, can oome near 

us aftar that, blesaed be Hia name ! Well, what did you 

I bear comin' home?— I mean at the Rabbit Bank. Wurrcih," 

shs added, shuddering, " but it's it that's the lonely spot 

aftUer night ! What was it, dear ? " , 

" Indeed I can scarcely tel! you — sich groanins, an' wild 
■hontins, an' shrieks man'a ears never hard in this world, I 
think ; there I hard them as I was comin' past tho trees, an' 
afther I passed them ; an' when I left them far behind me, I 
cotild hear, every now and then, a wild shriek that made 
my blood run cowld. But there was still worae as I crossed 
the Black Park ; something got up into the air out o' the 
I rushes before me, an' went off wid a noise not onlike what 
Jerry Hamilton of the Baud makes when he rubs bis middle 
I finger up against the tambourine." 

"Heaven be about ns!" she exclaimed, once more crossing 
I hereelf, and uttering a short prayer for protection from evil ; 
I "bat tell me, how did yon know it was hia box, and how did 
I you find it out?" 

" By the letters P. M. and the broken hinge," he replied. 
" Bleased be the name of God t " she exclaimed again — 
I "Bt won't let the murdher lie, that's clear. But what I 
^Hmnt to know is, how did your goin' to the Grey Stone bring 
^B^B to the knowledge of the box ? " 

^^p He then gave her a more detailed account of his conver- 

^^ition with Sai-ah M'Gowan, and of the singular turn which 

it chEtnced to take towards tie subject oE tlie ^aniVfeTiVifS. , 
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in the first instance ; but when tho coincidecM of the lettes 
was mentioned, together with Sarah's admission that she had 
the box io her poasesaion, she clasped her hands, and looking 
upwards, exclaimed — 

"Blessed be the name of the Almighty for that 1 Oh, I 
fee! there is no doubt now but the hand of God ia in it, m' 
we'll come at the mui-dherer or the murdherers yet," 

"I hope so," he replied; "but I'm lost wid wet an' cowld; 
BO in the meantime I'll be off home, an' to my bed. I had 
something to say to you about another matther, but I'll wait 
till momin' ; for, dear knows, I'm in no condition to apako 
about anything else to-night. This is a anug little cabin; 
but, plaise God^ in the coorae of a week or so, I'll have you 
more comfortable than you are, li my own thronble waa 
over me, I wouldn't stop long in the neighbourhood ; but as 
the Land of God seems to be in this business, I can't think 
of goin' till it's cleared up, as cleared up it will be, I have 
no doubt, an' can have none, afther what has happened this 
awful night." 

Hanlon was a clever, active, ingenious fellow, who could, 
as they say ia the country, put a hand to anything, and make 
himself useful in a great variety of employments. He had, 
in the spring of that year, been engaged as a common la- 
bourer by Dick o' the Grange, in which capacity he soon 
attracted his employer's notice, by his extraordinary sltill in 
almost everything pertaining to that worthy gentleman's 
establishment, It ia true he was a stranger in the country, 
of whom nobody knew anything — for there appeared to bo 
some mystery about him ; but aa Dick cared little for either 
hia place of birth or his i»digreB, it was sufficient for him to 
find that Hanlon was a very useful, not to say valuable, young 
man about his house, that he understood everything, and 
had an eye and hand equally quick and experienced. The 
consequence was, that he soon became a favourite with the 
father and a kind of sine qufl non 'with the son, into whose 
rustic gallantries ho entered with a spirit tliat satisfied tlie 
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kttor of Iiis capacity to serve him in that respect as well as 
mothers. Hanlon, in truth, was just the person for such a 
B&ster, and for such an establishment as he kept. Dick o' 
ike Grange was not a man who, either by birth, education, 
or position in society, could entertain any pretensions to rank 
with the gentry of the surrounding country. It is true he 
was a magistrate, but then he was a middleman, and as such 
bond himself an interested agent in the operation of one of 
the worst and most cruel systems that ever cursed either the 
wontry or the people. We, of course, mean that which 
fnSsred a third party to stand between the head landlord, 
UMi those who in general occupied the soil. Of this system, 
it may be with truth said, that the iniquity lay rather in the 
principle on which it rested, than in the individual who ad- 
ministered it ; because it was next to an impossibility that a 
man anxious to aggrandize his family — as almost every man 
is— could, in the exercise of the habits which enabkyJ him 
to do so, avoid such a pressure upon those who were under 
lum as amounted to great hardship and injustice. The system 
lield out so many temptations to iniquity in the managemr$nl 
erf land, and in the remuneration of labour, that it rer^uire^J 
an amount of personal virtue and self-denial to resist them, 
that was scarcely to be expected from any one, W) difficult 
was it to overlook or neglect the opportunities for oppression 
and fraud which it thus oflfered. 

Old Dick, although bearing the character of being a violent 
Md outrageous man, was, however, one of tliose persons of 
whom there will be always someVxly found to sj^eak favour- 
ably. Hot and ungovernable in temper he unquestionably 
was, and capable of savage and cruel acts ; but at the same 
time his capricious and unsteady impulses rendered him 
uncertain, whether for good or evil ; so much so, indeed, that 
it was impossible to know when to ask him for a favour ; nor 
was it extraordinary to find him a friend this day to the 
man whose avowed enemy he proclaimed himself yesterday 
and this same point of character was as true the ol\ver \\^^ — 
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for whilst certain tlitit yoa had him for a friend, perhaps y 
fonnd him hard at work to oppress or overreach you if I 
could. The conBequence of this pecaliarity was, that he h 
a twofold reputation in the coimtry. Some were 1 
abnae him, and others to meotion many acta of generosity^ 
and kindness which he had been known to perform under I 
circumstancea where they were least to be expected. Thia, 
perhaps, was one reason why they made so strong an im- 
preasion upon the people, and were so distinctly remembered 
to his advantage. It ia true he was a violent party man, 
but then he wanted coolness to adjuat his resentment to Via 
principles, and thua make them subservient to his private 
interests. For thia reason, notwithstanding his strong and 
outspoken prejudices, it was a well-known tact that the 
Roman Catholic population preferred him as a magistrata 
to many who were remarkable for a more equal and even 
tenor of life, and in whom, under greater plauaibility of 
manner, there esiated something which they would liovfl 
readily exchanged for his violent abuse of them and their 



Such was Dick o' the Grange, a man who, as a middleman 
and a magistrate, stood out a prominent representative of a 
class that impressed themselves strongly upon their times, 
and who, whether as regards their position or office, would 
not find at the present day in the ranks of any party in 
Ireland, a single man who could come forward and say that 
they were not an oppressive evil to the country. 

Dick o' the Girange, at this period of our narrative, was far 
advanced in years, and had for some time past begun to feel 
what is knovra in men who have led a hard convivial life, aa 
that breaking down of the constitution which is gonerally 
the forerunner of dissolution. On this account he had for 
some time past resigned the management of his property alto- 
gether to liis son. Young Dick, who was certainly wild and 
nni-eflecting, but neither so impulsively generous nor bo 
habitually violent as bia father. The estimate of his charac- 
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liich went abroad, was aiieh as might be expected — 

f thonght him worse, but more thought him better than 

1 man. He was the yoougeat son and a favourite — two 

uBnces which probably occasioned his education to be 

|oted as it had been. All his sisters and brothers having 

■ for some years married and settled in life, he and his 

pr, who was a widower, kept a bachelor's house, whoi-e 

ret to say the paternal surveillance over his morals 

sot so strict as it ought to have been. Young Dick 

■handsome, and so exceedingly vain of his person, that 

» wishing to gain a favour, either from himself or 

rthy sire, had little more to do than desterously apply 

Mig dose of flattery to this his weakest point, and the 

ir was aure to bo granted, for his influence over Old Dick 

Ixnmdless. 

ithia family, then, it was that Hanlon held the situation 
described^that is, partly a gardener, and partly a 
and partly a laboui'ing man. There was a rude and 
character in and about Dick's wholo place, which 
it at oace as the propei'ty of a person below the 
r of a gentleman. Abundance there was, and great 
bnt neither elegance iior neatness marked the house 
fiiniiture. His servants partook of the same equivocal 
appearance, aa did the father and son, and the " Grange " in 
pOBTKl ; but, above all and everything in hid establishment 
loast v& place, in originality and importance. Jemmy Brani- 
giD, who, in point of fact, ought to receive credit for the 
gruUr portion of old Dick'a reputation, or at least for all 
Uai u-as good of it. Jemmy was his old and confidential — 
•aemy— for more than forty years, during the greater portion 
"f which i»eriod it could scarcely be said with truth that, 
m Jemmy's hands, Dick o' the Grange ought to be looked 
>pon aa a responsible person. Wlien we say " enemy," we 
bww perfectly well what we mean ; for if half a dozen battles 
between Jemmy and his master every day during the period 
»!nvo mentioned constitnted friendship, then, mdwA, "tVa 
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reader may Bubstituts the word friend, if he pleases. In 
fact, Dick and Jemmy had become notorious through the 
whole country ; and we are certain that many of oar readers 
will,at a first glance, recognize these two remarkable originalii. 
Tmly, the ascendancy which Jemmy had gained over tia 
magistrate waa surprising ; and nothing conld he more 
amusing than the interminable series of communications, 
both written and oi-al, which passed between them, in tbe 
shape of dismissals from service on the one aide, and notiwa 
to leave it on the other ; each of which, whether written or 
oral, was treated by the party noticed with the moat thorongli 
contempt. Nothing waa right that Jemmy disapproved uf, 
and nothing wrong that had his saaetion, and thiawithont 
any reference whatsoever to the wdl of his master, who, if 
he happened to get into a passion about it, was put down by 
Jemmy, who got into a greater passion still ; so that, after a 
long course of recrimination and Billingsgate on both sides, 
delivered by Jemmy ia an incomparably louder voice, and 
with a more consequential manner. Old Dick was finally 
forced to succumb. 

The worthy magistrate and his son were at breakfast neit 
morning, when young "Masth U h 1 s he was calleJ, 
rang the bell, and Jemmy atte d d— f must add, ttat 

Jemmy discharged the dutie f b tl t ether with any 
other duty that he himself d m 1 ces y and that with- 
out leave asked or given. 

" Where'a Hanlon, Jemmj . he asked. 

" Hanlon— throth it's little matther where he ia, an' divil 
a one o' myself cares." 

"Well, but I care, Jemmy, for I want him. Where is 
he?" 

"He's gone up to that ould strceVs, that lives in the 
cabin above there. I don't like the same Hanlon — nobody 
here knows anything about him, nor he won't let them know 
anything about him. He's as close as Darby Skinadre, and 
deep as a dhraw-well. Altogether, he looks as if there 
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a weight on his conscience, for all his lightness an' fun — an' 
if I thought so, I'd discharge him at wanst." 

" And I agree with you for once," observed his master — 
"there is some cursed mystery about him. I don't much 
like him either, to say the truth." 

" An' why don't you like him ? " asked Jemmy, with a 
eontemptuous look. 

" I can't say — but I don't." 

" No ! you can't say ? I know you can't say anything, at 
all events, that you ought to say," replied Jemmy, who, like 
his master, would have died without contradiction ; " but I 
can say why you don't like him — it's bekase he's the best 
flurvint ever was about your place — that's the raison you 
dcm't like him. But what do you know about a good sarvint 
ffl" a bad one — or about anything else that's useful to you, 
God help you." 

" If you were near my cane, you old scoundrel, I'd pay you 
for your impertinence — ay, would I." 

" Ould scoundrel, is it ? Oh, hould your tongue — I'm not 
of your blood, thank God ! — and don't be fastenin' your name 
upon me. Ould scoundrel, indeed ! Throth, we could spare 
an odd one now an' then out of our little establishment." 

" Jemmy, never mind," said the son, " but tell Hanlon I 
want to speak to him in the office after breakfast." 

" If I see him I will, but the divil an inch I'll go out of 
my way for it — if I see him I will, an' if I don't I 
won't. Did you put the fresh bandage to your leg, to keep 
in them pJiarisee ^ veins o' yours, as the docthor ordered 
vou ? " 

This, in fact, was the usual style of his address to the old 
magistrate, when in conversation with him. 

" Damn the quack ! " replied his master : " no, I didn't." 

" An' why didn't you ? " 

*• You're beginning this morning," said the other, losing 
temper. " You had better keep quiet, I tell you ! If you 

* Varicose, presumably. 
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don't keep quiet, keep yonr diatance, if yon're wise— tiiat's 
ail." 

" Why didn't yon, I ax," continaed Jemmy, walking op 
t/i btm, witli his hands in hla coat pockets, and lookio^; cwUy, 
but authoritatively in his face. " I tell you, you must pnt 
on the clane bandage; for if you don't know how to takfl 
care of youraelf, I do, and I will. I'm all that's left ovBt 
you now ; an' in spite of all I can do, it's a pnrty awonnt 
I'd be able to give of you, if I waa called on," 

" This to my face ! " exclaimed Dick—" this to my fa(*i 
you villain!" — and, aa he spoke, the cane was brandilhld 
over Jemmy's head, aa it it would descend every moment 

" Aye," replied Jemmy, without budging, " a 
an' a purty face it ia — a nice face hard drinkin' an' 
life haa left you, Ah ! do if you dare," he added, 
other swung his staff once or twice, aa if about U 
down in reality ; " throth, if you do, I'll know how to 
" What would yon do, you ould cancer — what woi 
do if I did?" 

"Troth, what you'll force me to do some day. I 
you will, for heaven an' earth couldn't stand you ; 
do, it's not me you'll have to hlame for it. Ay, thai 
step yon will drive me to— I see that." 

" What will you do, you old viper, that has 
bliater to me my whole life — what will you do ? " 

" Seed you about youi' buaine38," replied Jemmy, cool 
but with all the plenitude of authority in his manner ; " senJ- 
you from about the place, an' then I'll have a quiet house- 
I'll send you to your youngest daughter's, or aomewhere, 01? 
anywhere, out of thia. So now that you know my det«rmin-' 
atlon, you had betther keep yourself cool, unless, indeed^ 
you wish to thravol. Oh, then, heavens above, but you w«P 
a bitther sight to me, an' but it was the unlucky day thafc 
ever the divil druv you acrass me ! " 

" Dick," said the father, " as soon aa you go into the offiosji 
write a disohargo, as bad a one for that ould vagabond as tbd 
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KngliRh language can enable you to do — for, by the light of 
^ liH^ven, he shan't sleep another night under this roof." 

"Sha'n't I?— we'll see that, though. To the divil I pitch 

joorself and your discharge — an' now mark my words. I'll 

Ia no longer throubled wid you ; you've been all my life a 

torment an' a heartbreak to me — a blisther of French flies 

ras swan's-down compared to you ; but, by the book, I'll end 

' it at last — ay, will I — I give you up — I surrindher you as a 

hd bargain — I wash my hands out o' you — this is Tuesday 

aoniin', Gkxi bless the dayman' the weather — an' woful 

vesther it is — but sure it's betther than you desarve, an' I 

don't doubt but it's you an' the likes o' you that brings it on 

« ! Ay, this is Tuesday momin,' an' Lnow give you wamin' 

flat on Satburday next you'll see the last o' me — an' don't 

think that this wamin' is like the rest, or that 111 relent 

■gin, as I was foolish enough to do often before. No — my 

■md's made up — an' indeed — " here his voice sank to a tone 

rf great calmness and philosophy, like a man who was now 

ihove all human passion, and who could consequently talk 

in a voice of cool and quiet determination — ** an', indeed," he 

added, " my conscience was urgin' me to this for some time 

past— so that I'm glad things has taken this turn." 

"I hope you'll keep your word, then," said his master, 
"but before you go, listen to me." 

''Listen to you — to be sure I will ; God forbid I wouldn't ; 
let there be nothing, at any rate, but civility between us 
while we're together ; what is it ? " 

"You asked me last night to let Widow Leary's cow out 
o' the pound." 

"Ay, did I!" 

"And I swore I wouldn't*" 

"I know you did. Who would doubt that, at any rate ? " 

" Well, before you leave us, be off now and lot the animal 
«it o' the pound." 

" Is that it ? Oh, God help you ! what'll you do when 
JwiTl be left to yourself, as you will be on SatbL\xr4ay ixsx!^*^. 
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' Let her out,' saya you. Throth, the poor woman had 
cow safe aud sound at home wid her before she went to bed 
last night, and her poor childre had her milk to ' kitchen ' their 
praties, the craythurs. Do you think I'd let her stay in till 
the maggot bit you? Oh, ay, indeed! In the mane tinw, 
aa Hoon as you're done breakfast, I want you in the study, 
to put^tha bandage on that ould, good-for-nothin' leg o' yonn; 
an' mark my words, let there ba no shirkin' now, for on it 
must go, an' will, too, If I see that Hanlon,I'll tell him yon 
want him, Masther Richard ; an' now that I'm on it, I had 
betther say a word to you before I go ; bekase, when I do go, 
you'l! have no one to guide you, God help you, or to set yon ft 
Christian patthem. You see that man sittin' there wid that 
bad leg, stretched out upon the chair ? " 

" I do. Jemmy — ha, ha, ha '. Well, what next ? " 
" That man was the worst patthem ever you had. In ona 
word, don't folly hie example in anything— in any one slu^ 
thing ; an' then there may be some chance o' you still, ru 
want you by-an'-by in the study, I tould you." ■ 

Those last words were addressed to his master, at whom hfl 
looked as one might be supposed to do at a man whose case, 
in a moral sense, was hopeless ; after which, having uttered 
a groan that seemed to intimate the woful afEUction he iraB 
doomed, day by day, to suffer, he left the room. 

It is not our intention, neither is it necessary, that we 
should eater int^j the particulars of the interview which 
Hanlon had that morning with young Dick. It is merely 
suiEcient to state that they had a private conversation in 
the old magistrate's office, at which the female whom. Hanlon 
had visited the night before, was present. When this waa 
concluded, Hanlon walked with her a part of the way, evi- 
dently holding serious and interesting discourse touching a 
subject which we may presume bore upon the extraordinary 
pi'ocoodings of the previous night. He cloaed by giving her 
dii'ootions how to proceed on her journey ; for it seemed she 
WM uot acquainted with the way, beiug, like himself, but a 
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itranger in the neighbourhood : — " You will go on," said he, 

"till you reach the height at Aughindrummon ; from that 

yoa will see the trees at the Rabbit Bank undher you ; then 

keep the road straight till you come to where it crosses the 

ioKd of the river : a little on this side, and where the road 

tarns to your right, you will find the Grey Stone, an' jist 

opposite that you will see the miserable cabin where the 

Black Prophet lives." 

[ « Why do they call him the Black Prophet ? " 

"Partly, they tell me, from his appearance, and partly 
Unse he delights in prophesyin' evil." 
"But could he have anjrthin' to do wid the murdher ? " 
"I was thinkin' about that," he replied, "and had some 
talk this momin' wid a man that's livin' a long time — indeed, 
that was bom — a little above the place — and he says, that 
' the Black Prophet, or M*Gk)wan, did not come to the neigh- 
bnrhood till afther the murdher. I wasn't myself cool 
' OKnigh last night to ask his daughter many questions about 
it;jUDi' I was afraid, besides, to appear over anxious in the 
bofflness. So now that you have your instructions in that 
ind the other matthers, you'll manage everjrthing as well as 
ytmcan." 

Hanbn then returned to the Grange, and the female pro- 
ceeded on her mission to the house, if house it could be called, 
<rf the Black Prophet, for the purpose, if possible, of collect- 
ing such circumstances as might tend to throw light upon a 
dark and mysterious murder. 

When Sarah left her father, after having poulticed his 
^, to go a kailey, as she said, to a neighbour's house, she 
crossed the ford of the river, and was proceeding in the same 
direction that had been taken by Hanlon the preceding night, 
▼hen she met a strange woman, or rather she found her 
standing, apparently waiting for herself, at the Grey Stone. 
Rom the position of the stone, which was a huge one, under 
one ledge of which, by the way, there grew a little clump of 
dwarf elder, it was impossible that Sarah could pass her 
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without coming in tolerably close contact ; for the loadmi In 
an old and narrow one, though perfectly open and vitM |a! 
hedge or ditch on either side of it. 

''Maybe you could tell me, young woman, whereaMi 
here a man lives that they call Donnel Dhu, or the Blid( 
Prophet ; his real name is M'Gowan, I think ? " 

'' I ought to be able to tell you, at any rate," repUfli 
Sarah ; " I'm his daughter." 

The strange woman, on surveying Sarah more dofldji 
looked as if she never intended to remove her eyes from bar 
countenance and figure. She seemed for a moment, u% 
were, to forget every other object in life — her previous oofi- 
versation with Hanlon — the message on which she had lien 
sent — and her anxiety to throw light upon the awful crini 
that had been committed at the spot whereon she stooL 
At length she sighed deeply, and appeared to recover btf 
presence of mind, and to break through the abstractioB in 
which she had been wrapped. 

" You're his daughter, you say ? " 

" Ay, I do say so.*' 

"Then j'ou know a young man by name Pierce— och, 
what am I sajun' ? — by name Charley Hanlon ? " 

" To be sure I do — I'm not ashamed of knowin' Charley 
Hanlon." 

" You have a good opinion of him, then ? " 

^' 1 have a good opinion of him ; but not so good as I had, 
though." 

** Aliishaj why, then, might one ax ? " 

** I'm afeared he's a cowardly crathur, and rather unmanly 
a thride. I like a man to be a man, an' not to get as white 
;\s a sheet, an' as cowld as a tombstone, bekase he hears what 
Uo thiuks to be a groan at night, an' it may be nothin' but 
;iu ould cow behind a ditch. Ha ! ha ! ha ! '' 

'* An' where did he hear the groan ? " 

** Why, here where we're standin'. Ha! ha! ha! I was 
iyil> ' ' --' I't since, and I did hear somethin' very Like a 
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groan ; bat what 'about it? Sich a night as last night would 
make any one groan that had a groan in them." 

"You spoke about ditches, but sure there's no ditches 
here." 

" Divil a matther— who cares what it was ? What did 
you want wid my father? " 
" It was yourself I wanted to see." 

" Eaix an' you've seen me, then, an' the full o' your eye 
yoa've tuck out o' me. You'll know me again, I hope." 
" Is your mother livin' ? " 
j "No." 
i " How long is she dead, do you know ? " 

"I do not: I hardly remimber anything about her. She 
died when I was a young clip — a mere child, I believe. 
Sdll," she proceeded rather slowly, musing, and putting her 
beftutiful and taper fingers to her chin — " I think that I do 
wmimber — it's like a dhrame to me, though, an' I dunna but 
it is one— still, it's like a dhrame to me, that I was wanst in 
W arms, that I was cryin' an' that she kissed me — that she 
kiased me ! If she had lived, it's a different life maybe I'd 
load, an' a different crature I'd be to-day maybe; but I never 
liad a mother." 
"Did your father marry a second time ? " 
"He did." 

" Then you have a stepmother ? " 
"Ay, have I." 

"Is she kind to you, an' do you like her ? " 
"Middlin' — she's not so bad — betther than I deserve, I 
doubt. Tm sorry for what I did to her ; but then I have 
the divil's temper, an' have no guide o' myself when it comes 
on me. I know, whatever she may be to me, I'm not the 
test stepdaughter to her." 

The strange female was evidently much struck with the 
appearance and singularly artless disposition of Sarah, as 
^U as with her extraordinary candour. And, indeed, no 
bonder ; for as this neglected creature spoke, especiaWy vn!Oa. 

H 
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reference to her mother, her eyes flashed and softened w& 
an expression of brilliancy and tenderness that might he aid 
to resemble the sky at night, when the glowing coroscatiflos 
of the Aurora Borecdis sweep over it like sheets of lightning 
or fade away into those dim bat gracefol undulations, wliiek 
fill the mind with a sense of snch softness and beanty. 

'' I don't know," observed her companion, sighing and 
looking at her affectionately, " how any stepmother could bs 
harsh to you." 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! don't yon, indeed % Faix, then, if yoa had 
me, maybe you wouldn't think so^I'm nothin' but a bom 
divil when the fit's on me." 

"Charley Hanlon," proceeded the strange woman, ''liid 
me ax you for the ould tobaccy-box you promised him last 
night." 

" Well, but he promised me a handkerchy ; have you go* 
it?" 

" I have," replied the other, producing it ; " but then Pm 
not to give it to you, unless you give me the box for it." 

" But I havn't the box now," said Sarah ; " how-and-ever 
I'll get it for him.'* 

" Are you sure that you can an' will ? " inquired the other. 

" I had it in my hand yesterdaj^," she said, " an' if it's to 
be had 111 get it." 

" Well then," observed the other, mildly, " as soon as you 
cret him the box, he'll give you this handkerchy ; but not till 
then." 

" Ha ! " she exclaimed, kindling, " is that his bargain ; 
does he think I'd thrick him or cheat him ? — hand it here.'* 

« I can't," replied the other ; " I'm only to give it to you 
\^-hen I get the box." 

«i Hand it here, I say," returned Sarah, whose eyes flashed 
jn a moment ; " it's Peggy Murray's rag, I suppose— hand it 

hve, I ^id you.*' 
jl^e woman shook her head, and replied, " I can't— not till 
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Sarah replied not a word, but sprang at it, and in a 
minate had it in her hands. 

"I would tear it this minute into ribands," she exclaimed, 

ifith eyes of fire and glowing cheeks, " an' thramp it undher 

ay feet, too ; only that I want it to show her, that I may 

We the advantage over her." 

There was a sharp, fierce smile of triumph on her features 

. as she spoke ; and altogether her face sparkled with singular 

tmmation and beauty. 

" God bless me ! " said the strange woman, looking at her 
idth a wondering yet serious expression of countenance ; " I 
•"wanst knew a face like yours, an' a temper the aquil of it- 
it any rate, my good girl, you don't pay much respect to a 
•banger. Is your stepmother at home ? " 

"She is not, but my father is ; however, I don't think he'd 
«e you now. My stepmother's gone to Darby Skinadre, the 
meahnonger's." 
"Pmgoin' there." 

"An' if you see her," replied the other, " you'll know her 
hy a score on her cheek — ha ! ha ! ha ! an' when you see it, 
nayhe you'll thank God I'm not your stepdaughter." 

"Isn't there a family named Sullivan that lives not far 
from Skinadre's ? " 

" There is ; Jerry Sullivan ; it's his daughter that's the 
beauty^fifrrt Gal Sullivan. Little she knows what's pre- 
pwin' for her ! " 

"How am I to go to Skinadre's from this?" asked the 
voman. 

"Dp by that road there ; any one will tell you as you go 
along.-' 

"Thank you, dear," replied the woman, tenderly ; " God 
bless you ; you are a wild girl, sure enough ; but, above all 
things, afore I go, don't forget the box for — for — och, for — 
Charley Hanlon. God bless you, a colleen machree, an' 
■uAe you what you ought to be ! " 

Sarah, during many a long day, had not heard \ierB^\l ^^- 
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dressed in an accent of kindness or affection ; for it wodd 
be wrong to bestow upon the rude attachment which ta 
father entertained for her, or his surly mode' of expression 
it, any term that could indicate tenderness, even in a remote 
degree. She looked, therefore, at the woman earnestly, and 
as she did so her whole manner changed to one of melancklj 
and kindness. A soft and benign expression came like the 
da-Nvn of breaking day over her features, her voice fell inte 
melody and natural sweetness, and approaching her com* 
panion, she took her hand and exclaimed — 

" May Grod bless you for thim words ! " it's many a day J 
since I heard the voice o' kindness. I'll get the box, if it** 
to be had, if it was only for your own sake." 

She then passed on to her neighbour's house, and the next 
appearance of her companion was that in which the reader 
caught a glimpse of her in the house of Darby Skinadie^ 
from which she followed Nelly M^Gowan and Mave Sullivia'l! 
with an appearance of such interest. 



CHAPTER IX 

MEETING OF STRANGERS— MYSTERIOUS DIALOGUES. 

GuA Gal Sullivan and the prophet's wife, having left the 
miser's meal-shop, proceeded in the direction of Aughamur- 
an, evidently in close, and, if one could judge by their ges- 
tures, deeply important conversation. The strange woman 
followed them at a distance, meditating, as might be perceived 
by her hesitating manner, upon the most seasonable moment 
of addressing either one or both, without seeming to interrupt 
or disturb their dialogue. Although the actual purport ol 
the topic they discussed could not be known by a spectatoTf 
yet, even to an ordinary observer, it was clear that the elder 
female uttered something that was calculated to warn or 
alarm the younger. She raised her extended forefinger] 
looked earnestly into the face of her companion, then upwardi 
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Boilemnly, and clasping her hands with vehemence, appeared 

to close her assertion by appealing to heaven in behalf of its 

tmth; the younger looked at her with wonder, seemed 

imased, pansed suddenly on her step, raised her hands, and 

looked as if about to express terror ; but, checking herself, 

tgieared as it were perplexed by uncertainty and doubt. 

After this the elder woman seemed to confide some secret or 

ttrrow to the other, for she began to weep bitterly, and to 

wring her hands as if with remorse, whilst her companion 

I looked like one who had been evidently transformed into an 

^ impersonation of pure and artless sympathy, She caught 

' the rough hand of the other, and ere she had proceeded very 

I bi in her narrative, a few tears of compassion stole down 

I ker youthful cheek ; after which she began to administer con- 

' lolation in a manner that was at once simple and touching. 

She pressed the hand of the afflicted woman between hers, 

then wiped her eyes with her own handkerchief, and soothed 

her with a natural softness of manner that breathed at once 

of true tenderness and delicacy. 

Ab soon as this affecting scene had been concluded, the 
itmnge woman imperceptibly mended her pace, until her 
proximity occasioned them to look at her with that feeling 
which prompts us to recognise the wish of a person to address 
Bs, as it is often expressed, by an appearance of mingled 
•nxiety and diffidence, when they approach us. At length 
Have Sullivan spoke — 

"Who is that strange woman that is foUowin' us, an' wants 
to say something, if one can judge by her looks ? " 

"Well, I don't know," replied Nelly; "but whatsomever it 
may be, she wishes to speak to either you or me, no doubt of it." 
"She looks like * a poor woman,' " ^ said Mave, " an' yet 
she didn't ask anything in Skinadre's, barrin' a drink of 
water ; but God pity her if she's comin' to us for relief, poor 
crature ! At any rate, as she appears to have care and dis- 
tress in her face, I'll spake to her." 
U(x>minon and compassionate name for a jierson forced to^?."k^T[\?>, 
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She tlien beckoned the female to approach them, who dil 
so ; bat they could perceive, as she advanced, that they hi 
been mistaken in supposing her to be one of those onhappj 
beings whom the prevailing famine had driven to mendicaiief. 
There was visible in her face a feeling of care and aiudfitj 
certainly, but none of that supplicating expression which iB 
at once recognised as the characteristic of the wretched dtfB 
to which they supposed her to belong. This circumstanci 
considerably embarrassed the inexperienced girl, whose genib 
heart at the moment sympathized with the stranger's anxfe- 
ties, whatever they may have been, and she hesitated a littb, 
when the woman approached, in addressing her. At lengtk 
hIio spoke — 

" We wor jist sayin' to one another," she observed, "that it 
looked as if you wished to spake to either this woman or me." 

" You're right enough, then," she replied ; " I have some- 
thing to say to her, and a single word to yourself, too." 

*' An' what is it you have to say to me?" asked Nelly; 
" I hopo it isn't to borry money from me, bekase if it is, my 
l)iuikor has failed, an' left me poor as a church mouse." 

*' Are you in distress, poor woman?" inquired the generous 
and kind-hearted girl. '* Maybe you're hungry; it isn't 
mu(ih we can do for you ; but little as it is, if you come home 
^^•ith me, you'll come to a family that won't scruple to share 
\\u\ little they have noio with any one that's worse o£f than 
thoniHolves." 

4; ^Yj you may well say * now,' " observed the Prophet's 
>vifo' *'for until now it's they that could always afford it; 
iHi* indeed it was the ready an' the willin' bit was ever at 
Yoiu* father's table." 
* 'IMio Htranger looked upon the serene and beautiful features 

t j[uvo with a long gaze of interest and admiration ; after 
^yhioh she added, with a sigh— 

•* And you, I believe, are the girl they talk so much about 

, iho fair face and the good heart ? Little pinetration it 

Vat you have both, my sweet girl, If I don't 
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. mistake, your name is Mave Sallivan, or Qra Oal, as the 
people mostly call you." 

Have, whose natural delicacy was tender and pure as the 
dew-drop of morning, on hearing her praises thus uttered by 
the lips of a stranger, blushed so deeply, that her whole neck 
ud &ce became suffused with the delicious crimson of 
modesty, unconscious that, in doing so, she was adding fresh 
testiinony to the impressions which had gone so generally 
; abroad of her extraordinary beauty, and the many unosten- 
iations virtues which adorned her humble life. 

"Mave Sullivan is my name-," she replied, smiling through 
kfir blushes ; " as to the other nickname, the people will 
call one what they like, no matther whether it's right or 
immg," 

"The people's seldom wrong, then, in givin' names of the 
kind," returned the stranger; "but in your case they're 
right at all events, as any one may know that looks upon 
you: that sweet face an' them fair looks is seldom ever found 
with a bad heart. May God guard you, my purty and in- 
nocent girl, an' keep you safe from all evil, I pray His holy 
same this day ! " 

The Prophet's wife and Mave exchanged looks as the woman 
Bpoke, and Mave said, — 

" I hope you don't think there's any evil before me ? " 

"Who is there," replied the stranger, " that can say there's 
not? Sure it's before us and about us every hour in the 
day ; but in your case, darlin', I jist say — be on your guard, 
an' don't trust or put belief in any one that you don't know 
well. That's all I can say, an' indeed all I know." 

" I feel thankful to you," replied Mave ; " and now that 
yon wish me well — for I'm sure you do — maybe you'd grant 
me a favour ? " 

"If it's widin the bounds of my power I'll do it," returned 
the other, " but it's little I can do, God help me ! " 

"Nelly," said Mave, "will you go on to the cross-roads 
there, an' I'll be with you in a minute." 
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The cross-roads alluded to were only about a coaple oi 
hundred yards before them. The Prophet's wife proceeded| 
and Mave renewed the conversation. 

" What I want you to do for me is this — that is if you caa 
do it — maybe you could bring, a couple of stone o* meal to 

a family of the name of — of " Here she blushed againi 

and her confusion became so evident that she felt it impoB* 
sible to proceed until she had recovered in some degree hff 
composure. " Only two or three years agone," she contmned, 
" they were the daicentest farmers in the parish ; but the 
world went against them, as it has of late a'most agahast 
every one, owin* to the fall of prices, and now they're out d 
their farm, very much reduced, and there's sickness among 
them as well as want. They've been livin'," she proceeded, 
wiping away the tears which were now fast flowing, " in a 
kind of cabin or little cottage not far from the fine house an' 
place that was not long ago their own. Their name," shB 
added, after a pause, in which it was quite evident that she 
struggled strongly with her feelings, " is — is — Dalton." 

" Was the young fellow one of them," asked the woman, 
" that was so outrageous awhile ago in the miser's ? I think 
I heard the name given to him." 

"Oh, I have nothing to say for him," replied Mave; "he 
was always wild, but they say never bad-hearted ; it's the 
rest of the family I'm thinkin' about — an' even that young 
man isn't more than three or four days up out o' the fever* 
What I want you to do is to bring the meal I'm spakin' of 
to that family — any one will show you their little place — an' 
to lave it there about dusk this evenin', so that no one will 
ever know you do it ; an', as you love God an' hope for mercy, 
don't breathe my name in the business at all." 

"I will do it for you," replied the other; "but, in the 
meantime, where am I to get the meal ? " 

" Why, at the miser's," replied Mave ; " an' when you go 
there, tell him that the person who tould him they wouldn't 
forget it to him sent you for it, an' you'll get it." 
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. forbid I'd refuse you that much," said the stranger ; 
though it'll keep me out longer than I expected, still 
lage it for you, an', come or go what will, widout 
ling your name." 

L bless you for that," said Mave, " an' grant that you 
ver be brought to the same hard pass that they're 
keep you from ever havin' a heavy or a sorrowful 

acusJila oge,^^ replied the woman," with a profound 
that prayer's too late for me; anything else than a 
m' a sorrowful heart I've seldom had ; for the last 
years and upwards little but care an' sorrow has 
on me." 

eed, one might easily guess as much," said Mave ; 
ave a look of heart-break an' sorrow, sure enough. 
awer me this — how do you know that there's evil 
ne or about me?" 

m't know much about it," returned the other, " but 
ard there's something to your disadvantage planned 
,nnin' against you. When I seen you a while ago, 

know who you were till I heard your name ; I'm a 
r here, not two weeks in the neighbourhood, an' know 
inybody in it." 

11," observed Mave, who had fallen back upon her 
sition, and the danger alluded to by the stranger, 
> nothin' that's wrong myself, an', if there's danger 
le, as I hear there is, it's a good thing to know that 

guard me in spite of all that any one can do against 

that be your principle, ahagtcr ; sooner or later the 
God can an' will make everything clear, an', afther 
*, He is the best protection, blessed be His name ! " 
had now reached the cross-roads already spoken of, 
he Prophet's wife again joined them for a short time, 
J to her separation from Mave, whoso way from that 
y in a direction opposite to theirs. 
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" This woman," said Ma^e, '' wishes to go to Condy Daltaa^ 
in the coorse o* the evening an' yon, Nelly, can show har fm 
the road the poor place they now live in, God help them!" 

'• To be sure/' replied the other, " an' the house irbm 
they did live when they wor at themselves, fall, an' irana, 
an' daicent ; an' it is a hard case on them, Gtod knows, tob 
turned out like beggars from a farm that they spent hun- 
dreds on, an' to be forced to see the lan'lord, ould Dick o' the 
Grange, now settin' it at a higher rent, an' puttin' into Mb 
own pocket the money that they laid out upon improvin' ft 
an' makin' it valuable for him an' his ; throth, it's open rob- 
bery, an' nothin' else.'' 

'' It is a hard case upon them, as everybody allows," said 
Mave ; " but it's over now, an' can't be helped. Good-bye^ 
Nelly, an' God bless you ; an' God bless you, too," she added, 
addressing the strange woman, whose hand she shook and 
pressed. " You are a great deal oulder than I am, an', as I 
said, every one may read care an' sorrow upon your face. 
Mine doesn't show it j^et, I know, but, for all that, the heart 
within me is full of both, an' no likelihood of it's ever bein' 
otherwise with me." 

As she spoke the tears again gushed down her cheeks; 
but she checked her grief by an effort, and, after a second 
hurried good-bye, she proceeded on her way home. 

"That seems a mild girl," said the strange woman, **aa 
she is a lovely crathur to look at." 

"She's betther than she looks," returned the Prophet'g 
wife, " an' that's a great deal to say for her." 

" That's but truth," replied the stranger, " an' I believe it, 
for indeed she has goodness in her face." 

" She has, an' in her heart," replied Nelly ; " no wondher, 
indeed, that every one calls her the 6ra Gal, for it's she that 
well desarves it ; " you are bound for Condy Dalton's, then?" 
she added. 

" I am," said the other. 

" I think you mi)st be a sthranger in the counthry, other- 
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Tfle I'd know your face," continued Nelly; "but maybe 
ou're a relation of theirs." 

" I'm a gthranger," said the other, " but no relation." 
" The Dalton's," proceeded Nelly, " are daicent people, but 
wt an' hasty, as the sayin' is. It's the blow before the word 
irid them alwdys." 

"Ay, but they say," returned her companion, "that a 
lasty heart was never a bad one.^' 

" Many a piece o' nonsense they say as well as that," re- 
joined Nelly ; " I know them that 'ud put a knife into your 
beart hastily enough — ay, an' give you a hasty death into 
the bargain. They'll first break your head — cut you to the 
Aull, an' then, indeed, they'll give you a plasther. That 
las iver an' always the correcthur of the same Daltons ; an', 
if all accounts be thrue, the hand o' God is upon them, an' 
will be upon them till the bloody deed is brought to light." 

"How is that ? " inquired the other, with intense interest, 
whilst her eyes became suddenly rivetted upon Nelly's hard 
features. 

" Why, a murdher that was committed betther than twenty 
years ago in this neighbourhood." 

"A murdher!" exclaimed the strauger. "Where? — 
when ?— how ? " 

"I can tell you where, an' I can tell you when," replied 
Nelly, " but there I must stop, for, unless I was at the com- 
mittin' of it, you might know very well I couldn't tell you 
how." 

" Where, then ? " she asked, and, whilst she did so, it was 
hy a considerable effort that she struggled to prevent her 
agitation from being noticed by the Prophet's wife. 

" Why, near the Grey Stone, at the cross-roads of Mally- 
benagh— that's the where." 

" An' now for the when," asked the stranger, who almost 
panted with anxiety as she spoke. 

" Let me see," replied Nelly, " fourteen and six makes 
twenty, an' two be/ore that^ or nearly — I mane t\ve -j^^t ^'' 
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the rebellion. Why, it's not all out two-and-twenty ymx^ 
I think." 

" Aisy," said the other, " I'm but very weak an' feeUe; 
will you jist wait till I rest a minute on this green bank If 
the road ? " 

" What ails you ? " asked Nelly ; " you look as if yon'd gol 
suddintly ill." 

" I did get a little ill, but it'll soon pass away," she an- 
swered ; " thrue enough," she added in a low voice, as if ii 
a soliloquy, " God is a just judge — He is — He is ! Well, bat 
— oh, I'll soon get betther — well, but listen, what became 
of the murdhered man ? — was the body ever got ? " 

" Nobody knows that — the body was never got — that is to 
say, nobody knows where it's now lyin' — snug enough too." 

" Ha ! " thought the stranger, eyeing her furtively— 
"snug enough! — there's more knowledge where thatcaml 
from. What do you mane by snug enough?" she asked, 
abruptly. 

"Mane!" replied the other, who at once perceived tha 
force of the unguarded expression she had used — "mane,' 
why what could I mane, but that whoever did the deed! 
hid tho body where very few would be likely to find it ? " 

J Tor companion now stood up, and, approaching the Pro- 
phot's wife, raised hor hand, and said, in a tone that was 
both startling and emphatic — 

"I met you this day, as you may think, by accident; 
but, take my word for it, and as sure as we must both 
account for our acts, it was the hand o' God that brought 
us together. I now look into your face, an' I tell you that 
I soe guilt an' throuble there — ay, an' the dark work of 
a conscience that's gnawin' your heart both night an' day," 

While speaking, she held hor face within about a foot 
of Nelly's, into whicli she looked with an expression so 
searching and dreadful in its penetration, that the other 
shrunk back, and felt for a moment as if subdued by a 
superior spirit. It was, however, only for a moment ; the 
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lense of her subjection passed away, and she resumed that 

bard and imperturbable manner, for which she had been all 

her life so remarkable, unless when, like Etna or Vesuvius, 

■he burst out of this seeming coldness into fire and passion. 

There, however, they stood, looking sternly into each other's 

&ces, as if each felt anxious that the other should quail 

before her gaze — the stranger, in order that her impressions 

might be confirmed ; and the Prophet's wife, that she should, 

by the force of her strong will, fling o£f those traces of 

inquietude which she knew very well were often too legible 

in her countenance. 

" You are wrong," said Nelly, " an' have only mistaken 
niy face for a lookin'-glass. It was your own you saw, 
•n* it was your own you wor spakin' of — for if ever I 
nw a face that publishes an ill-spent life on the part 
of its owner, yours is it." 

"Care an' sorrow I have had," replied the other, "an' 
the sin that causes sorrow, I grant ; but there's knowledgrf^ 
in your hollow eye of somethin' that's weighin' down your 
heart, an' that won't let you rest until you give it up. 
Yoa needn't deny it, for you can't liide it — hard your eye 
is, but it's not clear, an' I see that it quivers, an' is unaisy 
before mine." 

"I said you're mistaken," replied the other; "but even 
Bupposin' you wor not, how is it your business whether 
my mind is aisy or not ? You won't have my sins to 
Mswer for." 

"I know that," said the stranger; "an' God sees my 
OUT! account will be too long an' too heavy, I doubt. I 
now beg of you, as you hope to meet judgment, to think 
of what I said. Look into your own heart, an' it will 
tell you whether I am right or whether I am wrong. 
Consult your husband, an' if he has any insight at all 
into futurity, he must tell you that, unless you clear your 
conscience, you'll have a hard death-bed of it." 
"You're goin' to Condy Palton's," replied "Kd\j, m'Oa. 
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much coolness, but whether assumed or not it is difficult 
to say ; " look into his face, an' thry what you can find 
there. At any rate, report has it that there's blood upoB 
his hand, an' that the downfall of himself an' his bsdj 
is only the vengeance of God, an' the curse of murii* 
that's pursuin' him an' them." 

" Why," inquired the other, eagerly, " was he accnsfll 
of it?" 

" Ay, an' taken up for it ; but bekase the body wasn't 
found, they could do nothin' to him." 

" May Heaven assist me I " exclaimed the stranger ; " W 
this day is — however, Gkxi's will be done, as it vnll^ 
done ! Are you goin' ? " 

" I'm goin'," replied Nelly ; " by crossin' the fields iss^ 
I'll save a great deal of ground ; an' when you get as te 
as the broken bridge, you'll see a large farm-house withoat 
any smoke from it ; about a quarter of a mile or less heyant 
that you'll find the house you're lookin' for — the hao9 
where Condy Dalton lives." 

Having thus directed the stranger, the Prophet's wife 
entered a gap that led into a field, and proceeded on htf 
way homewards, having, ere she departed, glanced at htf 
with a meaning which rendered it extremely difficult to 
say whether the singular language addressed to her ha^ 
left behind it any such impression as the speaker wished 
it to produce. Their glances met and dwelt on each other 
for a short time; the strange woman pointed solemnly 
towards the sky, and the Prophet's wife smiled carelessly! 
but yet, by a very keen eye, it might have been noticed 
that, under this natural or affected indifference, there lurked 
a blank or rather an unquiet expression, such as migW 
intimate that something within her had been moved by the 
observations of her strange companion. 
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CHAPTER X 

TECE BLACK PROPHET MAKES A DISCLOSURE 

Hhb latter proceeded on her way home, having marked the 
oiserable hovel of Condy Dalton. At present our readers 
rill accompany ns once more to the cabin of Donnel Dhu, 
ihe Prophet. 

ffis wife, as the reader knows, had been startled into 
lomething like remorse, by the incidents which had occurred 
vithin the last two days, and especially by the double 
Baoovery of the dead body and the tobacco-box. Sarah, 
liBT stepdaughter, was now grown, and as she very reason- 
Mj concluded, her residence in the same house with this 
Say and violent young female was next to an impossibility. 
tk woman herself was naturally coarse and ignorant ; but 
itill there was mixed up in her character a kind of apathetic 
ir indolent feeling of rectitude or vague humanity, which 
nndered her liable to occasional visitations of compunction 
hr whatever she did that was wrong. The strongest 
priociple in her, however, was one which is frequently to 
be found among her class — I mean such a lingering im- 
pression of religious feeling as is not sufficiently strong to 
prevent the commission of crime, but yet is capable by its 
inflaence to keep the conscience restless •and uneasy under 
its convictions. Whether to class this feeling with weakness 
or with virtue, is indeed difficult ; but to whichsoever of 
them it may belong, of one thing we are certain, that 
many a mind, rude and hardened by guilt, is weak or 
virtuous only on this single point. Persons so constituted 
tte always remarkable for feelings of strong superstition, 
tod are easily influenced by the occurrence of slight in- 
cidents, to which they are certain to attribute a peculiar 
ognificance, especially when connected with anything that 
Bay occasion them uneasiness for the time, or which may 
happen to occupy their thoughts, or affect their own welfare 
or interests. 



112 THE BLACK PBOFHET 

The reader need not be surprised, therefore, on learning 
that this woman, with all her apathy of character on tta] 
general matters of life, was accessible to the feeling cr|^ 
principle we have just described, nor that the conversatii 
she had just had with the strange woman both distorbelj 
and alarmed her. 

On returning, she found her husband and stepdanghtarj 
both at home ; the latter hacking up some whitethorn woodi 
with an old hatchet, for the fire, and the other sitting 
with her head leaning gloomily upon his hand, as if ruminBtrj 
ing upon the vicissitudes of a troubled or ill-spent life. 

Having deposited her burthen, she sat down, and dra^ 
a long breath, wiped her face with the comer of a Ui 
lyraskeen which she always wore, and this she did wiA 
a serious and stem face, intimating, as it were, that htfj 
mind was engaged upon matters of deep interest, what 
they might have been. 

" What's that youVe doin' ? " she inquired of Sarahi ift^ 
a grave/sharp voice. 

" Have you no eyes ? " replied the other ; " don't 
see what I'm doin' ? " 

"Where did you get them whitethorns that you're cut*'! 
tin' up?" ' 

" Where did I get them, is it ? " 

"Ay; I said so." 

"Why, where they grew— ha ! ha! ha! There's infof 
mation for you." 

" Oh, God help you 1 how do you expect to get througk 
life at all?" 

" Why, as well as I can — although not, maybe, as wdl 
as I wish." 

** Where did you cut them thorns, I ax ? " 

"An' I tould you; but since that won't satisfy you, I 
cut them on the Rath above there." 

" Heavens presarve us ! You hardened jade, have you d0 
fear of anything about you ? " 
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" Divil a mncli that I know of, sure enough." 
" Didn't you know that them thorns belongs to the fairies, 
nd that some evil will betide any one that touches or 
njores a single branch o' them ? " 

" Divil a single branch I injured," replied Sarah, laugh- 
aag ; "I cut down the whole tree at wanst." 

"My sowl to glory, if I think it's safe to live in the 
konse wid you, you hardened divil." 

"Throth I think you may well say so, afther yesterday's 
■Kape," returned Sarah ; " an' I have no objection that you 
■hoidd go to glory, body an' sowl; an' a purty piece o' 
goods will be in glory when you're there — ha ! ha ! ha ! " 
"Throw out them thorns, I bid you." 
"Why so ? Don't we want them for the fire ? " 
"No matther for that; we don't want to bring the *good 
people' — this day's Thursday, the Lord stand between us 
in' harm — amin ! — about our ears. Out wid them ! " 
"No, the sorra branch." 

"Out wid them, I say. Are you afeard of neither God 
lor the divil ? " 

"Not overburdened wid much fear of either o' them," re- 
plied the daring young creature. 
*^ Aren't you afeard o' the good people, then? " 
" If they're good people, why should we be afeard o' them ? 
So, Fm not." 
"Put the thorns out, I bid you again." 
*^ Divil a chip, mother dear ; if your own evil conscience 
« your dirty cowardice makes you afeard o' the fairies, I 
don't think I am : I don't care that about them. These same 
tljoms must boil the dinner in spite of all the fairies in 
Europe: so don't fret either yourself or me on the head o' 
them.-' 

'•Oh! I see what's to come! There's a doom over this 
Wae, that's all, an' over some, if not all o' them that's in it. 
Everything's leadin' to it ; an' come it will." 
"Why, mother dear^ at this rate you'll lave my i^OOiaet 

1 
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nothin* to say. You*re keepin' all the black prophecies t» 
yourself. Why don't you rise up, man alive," she added, 
turning to him, " and let her hear how much of the divil^ 
lingo yovL can give. It's hard, if you can't prophesy as muck 
evil as she can. Shake yourself, ruffle your feathers, or dap 
your wings three times in the divil's name, an' tell her shell 
be hanged ; or, if you wish to soften it, say shell go to heft* 
ven on a string — ha, ha, ha ! " 

At this moment, a poor, famine-struck looking woman, 
with throe or four children, the very pictures of starvatim 
and miser}', came to the door, and in that voice of terriUa 
destitution which rings feeble and hollow from an empty anl 
exhausted frame, she implored them for some food. 

" We haven't it for you, honest woman," said Nelly, in her 
cold, indiflferent voice — " it's not for you now." 

The hope of relief was nearly destroyed by the unfeeliiig 
tone of the voice in which she was answered. She lookedf 
however, at her famishing children, and once more retumfld 
to the door, after having gone a few steps from it. 

" Oh, what will become of these ? " she added, pointing to 
the children. " I don't care about myself — I think my cares 
will soon bo over." 

" Go to the divil out o' that ! " shouted the prophet, " don't 
be tormentin' us wid yourself an' your brats." 

" Didn't you hear already," repeated his wife, " that yott 
f^ot your answer ? We're poor ourselves, and we can't help 
every one that comes to us. It's not for you now." 

" Don't you hear that there's nothing for you?" again cried 
the prophet, in an angry voice ; " yet you'll be botherin' us!" 

" Indeed we haven't it, good woman," repeated Nelly ; " so 
take your answer." 

" Don't you know that's a lie ? " said Sarah, addressing hef 
stepmother. " You have it, if you wish to give it." 

" What's a lie ? " said her father, starting, for he had agaix^ 
relapsed into his moodiness — " what's a lie ? — who — who's » 
Jiar?" 
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^"'You are," ahe replied, looking him coolly and contemp- 
taoaely io the face; "you tell the poor woman that there's 
ttutluDg for her. Don't yon know that's a lie. It may be 
^ery well to tell a lie to them that can bear it — to a rich 
Aodagh, or hia prond lady o( a ■wife — although it's a mean 
"thing even to them ; bnt to tell a lie to that heartbroken 
■woman an' her poor childre— her child re —aren't they her 
own ? — an' who would epake for them if she wouldn't ? If 
every one treated the poor that way, what wonld become of 
them? Ay, to look in her face, where there's want an' 
hunger, and answer distress wid a lie — it's cruel — cruel I " 

" What a kind-hearted creature she is ! " said her step- 
mother, looking towarda Donnel Dhu — " isn't she? " 

" Come here, poor woman," said Sarah, calling her back ; 
" it is for you. If these two choose to let you an' your 
childre die or Btarve, I won't " ; and she went to the men! to 
serve them as ahe spoke. 

The woman returned, and looked with considerable sur- 
prise at her ; but Nelly went also to the meal, and was about 
t^ interpose, when Sarah's frame becamq eicited, and her 
t^m flashed, as they always did when in a state of passion. 

" If you're wise, don't prevent me," she said, " Help 
these creatures I will. I'm your match now, an' more than 
Joor match, thank Gtod ; so be quiet." 

" If I was to die for it, you won't have your will now, 
then," said Nelly. 

" Die when you like, then," replied Sarah ; " but help that 
poor woman an' her childre I will." 

"Fight it out," said Donnel Dhn; "it's a nice quarrel, 
nlthough Sal has the right on her side." 

*' If you prevent me," said she, disregarding him, and 
addressing her stepmother, " you'll me it quickly : or hould 
—I'm beginnin' to hate this blaclcguard kind of quarrellin' — 
here, let her have as much meal as will make my supper ; I'll 
MMridont any, for the sake o' the childre this night." 
^■Bua was uttered in a tone of voice mnrt: mitignLi?d, but at 



116 



THE BI^CK PKOPHET 



the Bame time so i-esolitte, that Nelly stepped back and lefl 
her to porsue her own course. She then took a woodM 
trencher, and with a liberal hand assisted the poor crefttmnH 
who began to fee! alarmed at the altercation vhich tioffl 
distress had occasioned in the family. 

" You're starvin', childre," said she, whilst emptying tbe 
meal into the poor woman's bag. 

" May the blessin' of God rest npon yon," whispered tk 
woman, " you've saved my orphans " ; and as she uttered tli^ 
words, her hollow eyes filled, and a few tears ran slowly down 
her cheeks. 

Sai'ah gave a short loud langh, and snatching op the 
youngest of the children, stroked its head, and patted its 
pale cheek, exclaiming — 

" Poor thing, you won't go without your supper this EigUp 
at any rate." 

She then laughed again in the same quick, abrupt mannH, 
and returned into the house. 

" "Why, then," said her stepmother, looking at her with 
mingled anger and disdain, "is it tears you're sheddin'?— 
cryin' no less ! Afther that mericles will never cease." 

Sarah turned towards her hastily; the tears in a moment 
were dried upon her cheeks, and as she looked at her hard, 
coarse, but well-shaped features, her eyes shone with a, bril- 
liant and steady light for more than a minute. The expres- 
sion was at once lofty and full of strong contempt, and as abe 
stood in this singular but striking mood, it would, indeed, 
be difficult to conceive a finer type of energy, feeling, and 
beauty, than that which was embodied in her ficely-tamed 
and exquisite figure. Having thus contemplated the old 
woman for some time, she looked tipon the ground, and her 
face passed rapidly into a new form and expression of beauty. 
It at once became soft and full of melancholy, and might 
have been mistaken for an impersonation of pity and sorrow. 
" Oh, no ! " she exclaimed, in a low voice, that was melody 
itiself, " I never got it from either tlie one or the other — the 
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^d or soft word — an' it's surely no wondher that I am as I 
wn." 

And as she spoke she wept. Her heart had {been touched 

% the distresses of her fellow-creatures, and became^ as it 

vere, purified and made tender by its own sympathies, and 

80 slie wept. Both of them looked at her ; but as they were 

utterly incapable of understanding what she felt, this natural 

, struggle of a great but neglected spirit excited nothing on 

their part but mere indifference. 

At this moment the prophet, who Seemed labouring under 
a fierce but gloomy mood, rose suddenly up, and ex- 
claimed— 

"Nelly!— Sarah! — I can bear this no longer; the saicret 
must come out. I am a " 

"Stop," screamed Sarah, " don't say it — don't say it ! Let 
nie lave the counthry. Let me go somewhere — anywhere — 
let me-let me— die first ! " 

"lam " said he. ' 

"I know it," replied his wife— "a murdherer! I know 
it now— I knew it since yestherday mornin'." 

"Give him justice," said Sarah, now dreadfully excited, 
^iid seizing him by the breast of his coat — " give him com- 
mon justice — give the man justice, I say. You are my father, 
aren't you? Say how you did it. It was a struggle-— a 
%it ; he opposed you — he did, and your blood riz, and you 
^bbed him for fear he might stab you. That was it. Ha ! 
^ '• I know it was ; for you are my father, and I am your 
lighter ; and that's what I would do, like a man. But you 
26ver did it — ah 1 you never did it — in cold blood, or like a 
coward." 

There was something absolutely impressive and command- 
^°o in her sparkling eyes, and the energetic tones of her 
^oice, whilst she addressed him. 

"Donnel," said the wife, " it's no saicret to me ; but it's 
enough now that you've owned to it. This is the last night 
tkat I^ spend with a murdherer. You know wlaa.t W^a.^^ ^^'^ 
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answer for on my ovm account ; and so, in the name of God, 
well part in the momin*." 

" Ha ! '* exclaimed Sarah, "you'd lave him now, would you? 
You'd desart him now — now that all the world will tun 
agaiust him — now that every tongue will abuse him— that 
every heart will curse him — that every eye will turn from 
him with hatred ; — now that shame, an' disgrace, an' guilt is 
all upon his head, you'd lave him, would you, and join the 
world against him ? Father, on my knees I go to you "—and 
she dropped down as she spoke — " here on my knees I go to 
3'ou, an* before 3'ou spake, mark, that through shame, an' 
pain, an' suflTerin', an' death, I'll stay by you, an' with ywi 
But, I now kneel to you — what I hardly ever did to God— 
an' for His sake — for God's sake — I ask you — oh ! say— say 
that you did not kill the man in cowld blood; that's all! 
3Iako me sure of thatj and I'm happy ! " 

" I think you're both mad," replied Donnel. " Did I flay 
that I was a murdherer ? Why didn't you hear me out ? " 

" You needn't," returned Nelly, " I knew it since yestlle^ 
day mornin'." 

" So you think," he replied ; " an' it's but natural you 
should. I was at the place this day, and seen where you dug 
tlie casharrawan. I have been strugglin' for years to keep 
this saicret, an' now it must come out ; but I'm not a mur- 
dherer." 

" What saicret, father, if you ai-e not a murdherer?" asked 
Sarah ; " what saicret — but there is not murdher on you ; do 
you say that ? " 

" I do say it ; there's neither blood nor muixiher on my 
head ! but I know who the murdherer is, an' I can keep the 
saicret no longer." 

Sarah laughed, and her eyes sparkled up with singular 
vividness—" that'll do," she exclaimed — " that'll do— all's 
right now ; you're not a murdherer, you killed no man, aither 
in cold blood or otherwise — ha, ha — you're a good father— 
you're a good father ; I forgive you all now — all ever you did." 
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Nelly stood contemplating her husband with a serious, 

firm, but dissatisfied look ; her chin was supported upon her 

ioiefinger and thumb, and instead of seeming relieved by the 

disclosure she had just heard, which exonerated him from 

the charge of blood, she still kept her eyes rivetted upon him 

irith a stem and incredulous aspect. 

"Spake out then," she observed, coolly, "an' tell us all, 

fori am not convinced." 

Sarah looked as if she would have sprung at her. 

"You are not convinced," she exclaimed — "you are not 

convinced ! do you think he*d tell a lie on sich a subject as 

tiuB?" But no sooner had she uttered the words than she 

rtarted as if seized by a spasm. " Ah, father," she exclaimed, 

"it's now your want of truth comes against you ; but still — 

stiU ru believe you." 

"Tell us all about it," said Nelly, coldly— "let us hear 
all" 

" But you both promise solemnly in the sight of God never 
to breathe this to a human being till I give yez lave." 
"We do — we do," replied Sarah ; " in the sight of God we 



"You don't spake," said he, addressing Nelly. 

"I promise it." 

"In the sight of God? " he added, " for I know you." 

"Ay," said she, "in the sight of God, since you must 
We it so." 

*' Well then," said he, " the common report is right ; tho 
^ that murdhered him is Coudy Daltoii. I have kept it 
^U I can bear it no longer. It's my intention to go to a 
^gistrate as soon as my face gets well. For near two-an'- 
twenty years now, tliis saicret is lyin' hard upon me ; but I'll 
aiae my mind, and let justice take its coorse. Bad I have 
"Sen, but never so bad as to take my fellow-crature's life." 

"Well, I'm glad to hear it," said his wife; "an' now I 
can undherstand you." 

"And I'm both glad and sorry j'^ observed Saiaii', ^^aoftr^ 
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ination to act as lie was about to do ; or, pei-haps, 
ither suggested the notion of taking such steps as 
t bring Condy Dalton to juatice. 



CHAPTEE XI 

PITT AND BEMOBSE 

Bpnhlic mind, though often obtuse and stupid in many 

is in othera sometimes extremely acute and peue- 

For some years previous to the time laid in our 

I the family of Condy Dalton had begun to decline very 

Iptibly in their circumstances. There had been unpro- 

— there bad been failure of crops and disease 

g the cattle — and, perhaps, what was the worst scourge 

J, there existed a bad landlord in the person of Dick o' 

So long, however, as they continued prosperous, 

Kknown principles of integrity and strict truth caused 

fc to bo well spoken of ajid respected, in spite of the im- 

tbn which had been made against them as touching the 

ir of Sullivan. In tbe course of ttme, however, when 

ividences of struggle succeeded those of comfort and in- 

lence, the world began to pertieive the just judgments 

1 as manifested in the disasters v/hich befell them, and 

A seemed to visit them as with a judicial punishment. 

frafter year, as they sank in the scale of poverty, did the 

mt forgotten murder assume a more prominent and dis- 

K shape in the public mind, until at length it became too 

e doubted, that the slow but sure finger of God's 

6 was laid upon them as an additional proof that crime, 

r it may eacaije the laws of men, cannot veil itself 

■ the oU-seeiug eye of the Almighty. 
» was, however, an individual member of the family, 

> piety and many virtues excited a sympathy in Lor 

[, U general as it was deep and compassionate. This 

iUra. Dalton, towards whom only one universal impres- 

■ of good-will, affection, and respect prevailed. luised-S^ 
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might bo said, that the whole family were popular in the 
country ; but, notwithstanding their respectability both iih 
dividually and collectively, the shadow of crime was upoi 
them ; and as long as the people saw that everything th^ 
put their hand to failed, and that a curse seemed to pamM 
them, as if in attestation of the hidden murder, so long dil 
the feeling that God would yet vindicate his justice by their 
more signal punishment, operate with dreadful force agaimfc 
them, with the single exception we have mentioned. 

Mrs. Dalton, on her return home from her unsuccessU 
visit to the miser's, found her family in the some state d 
grievous privation in which she had left them. 'Tis tws 
she had not mentioned to any of them her intention of ap- 
pealing to the gratitude or humanity of Skinadre ; yet they 
knew, by an intuitive perception of her purpose, that she hid 
gone to him, and although their pride would not allow thea 
to ask a favour directly from him, yet they felt pleased tint 
she had made the experiment, and had little doubt that the 
miser, by obliging her in the request she went to prefer, ] 
would gladly avail himself of the circumstance to regeii 
tlioir good- will, not so much on their own account as for the | 
sake of standing well with the world, in whose opinion he 
knew lie had suffered by his treachery towards them in the 
matter of their farm. She found her husband seated in an 
old arm-chair, which, having been an heir-loom in the family 
for many a long year, had, with one or two other thingSi 
been purchased in at the sheriffs sale. There was that chwr, 
which had come down to them from three or four generib- 
tious ; an old clock, some smaller matters, and a grey sheepi | 
the pot of a favourite daughter, who had been taken away } 
from them by decline during the preceding autumn. There 
are objects, otherwise of little value, to which we cling for " 
the sake of those unforgotten affections and old moumfol 
associations that invest indifferent things with a feeling of 
holiness and sorrow by which they are made sacred to the 
heart. 
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Condy Dalton was a man tolerably well stricken in years ; 

lis face was pale but not unhealthy looking ; and his hair, 

irhich rather flowed about his shoulders, was almost snow- 

nrhite — a circumstance which, in this case, was not attributed 

ko the natural progress of years, but to that cankered remorse 

irhich turns the head grey before its time. Their family 

now consisted of two sons and two daughters, the original 

number having been two sons and three daughters — one of 

the latter having fallen a victim to decline, as we have al- 

iwdy stated. The old man was sitting in the arm-chair, in 

'vliich he leant back, having his chin at the same time on his 

Ixeast, a position which gave something very peculiar to his 

appearance. 

As Mrs. Dalton had occupied a good deal of time in un- 
•oocessfuUy seeking for relief from other sources, it is unne- 
onary to say that the day had now considerably advanced, 
and the heavy shadows of this dismal and unhealthy evening 
W thrown their gloom over the aspect of all nature, to 
iriiich they gave an appearance of desolation that was in 
painfol keeping with the sickness and famine that so merci- 
hwly scourged the kingdom at large. A pot of water hung 
v^ a dark slow fire, in order that as little time as possible 
■ught be lost in relieving their physical wants on Mrs. 
Dalton's return with the relief which they expected. 

"Here's my mother," said one of her daughters, looking 
with a pale cheek and languid eye out of the door ; for she, 
too, had been visited by the prevailing illness ; " an', my 
God, she's comin' as she went — empty-handed ! " 

The other sister and Con, her brother, went also to look 
oat, and there she was, certainly without relief. 

"She isn't able to carry it herself," said their father ; " it 
will be sent afther her ; or maybe she's comin' to get one of 
you — Con, I suppose — to go for it. Bad as Skinadre is, ho 
irooldn't have the heart to refuse us a lock o' meal to keep 
the life in us. Oh, no ! he'd not do that." 
In a few moments Mrs. Dalton entered, and alter locifeisi^ 
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Upon the aceao ol misery about her, she sat down and fc 
into t,ear9. 

"Mother," aaid the daughter, "there's no relief thj 
You came as you went,, I see." 

"I come as I went, Nancy; but there is relief, 
relief for the poor of this world in heaven ; but on this ei 
an' in this world, there ia none for na, glory be to the n 
of God still." 

" So Skinadre refused, then ? " said her husband ; " 
wouldn't give the meal ? " 

"No," she replied, "he would not; but the truth is, o 
woeful state ia now so well known that nobody will trust na", 
they know there's no chance of ever bein' paid, an' they ^' 
say thoy can't afford it." 

" I'm not surprised at what Tom eaye," observed om 
friend, young Con, "that the mealmongera and strong fn*- 
mera that keep the provisions up on the poor deaarvea to ^ 
smashed and tramped under foot ; an' indeed they'll get it, 
too, before long, for the people can't stand this, espeoiallf 
when one knows that there's enough, ay, and more tlat 
enough in the country." 

"If I had tobacco," said the old man, "I didn't care- 
that would keep the hunger off o' me ; hut it's poor Marf 
here, now recoverin' from the sickness, that I pity ; don't 
cry, Mary, dear ; come here, darlin', come here and turn up i 
that ould ci-ixl, and ait down besida me. It's useless to bid J 
you not to cry, avourncen machree, bekaso we all know what 1 
you feel ; but yon have one comfort, you are innocent-^0 
are you all— there's nothing on any of your minds — no dark 
thought to lie upon your heart— oh, no— no; an' if it WrtI 
only myself that was to suffer, I could bear it, but tJi 88».| 
them that's innocent sufferin' along wid me is what kills mfl. , 
This is the hand of God that's upon us, an' that has boeii j 
upon as ; an' that will be upon us, an' I knew it would to ' 
BO, for ever since that black night, the thought — the thought 
of what happened !— ay, it's that that's in me, an' upon me— 
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tat Uiat haa put wrinkles in my cheek before their time, 
lat has made my hair white before it's time, and that 

)n dear," observed his wife, " I never wished you to 

:in' of thitt before them ; aure you did as much as mau 

; do ; you i-epeuted an' were aorry for it, an' what more 

«d from you ? " 

ither dear," said Mary, drying, or struggling to dry 

" don't think of me, or of any of us, nor don't think 

^hing that will disturb yotir mind — -don't think of mo, 

rate; I'm very weak, ,biit I'm not ao hungry as you 

if I had one mouthful of anything just to take thia 

l' that I have inwardly aa' this weakness away, I would 

-that would do me ; an' although I'm oryin', it's 

your misery, father dear, an' all your miseries, 

what I'm Bufferiu' myself ; but there's a kisa for 

'» all I have to give you." 

dear," eaid her sister, smitten to the heart by her 

yon are aufferin' more than any of ua, you an' my 

" and ahe encircled her lovingly and mournfully in her 

she spoke, and kissed her worn lips, after which sbo 

the old man, and said in a voice of compasaion and 

itioD that was calculated to soothe any heart — " Oh, 

dear, if you could only banish all uneasy thoughts 

[your mind— if yon could only throw that darkness 

]bo often over you, off you, we could bear anything — 

; — oil, anything, if we aeen you aisy in your mind 

ippyl" 

Dalton had dried her tears, and aat upon a low atool 

Maing and silent, and apparently revolving in her mind the 

teet oom-se to be pursued under such distressing circum- 

fUaeea. It waa singular to observe the change that had 

place in her appearance even within a few hours ; the 

itiou of her family, and her want of success in procuring 

.food, had so broken down her apu'ita and crushed her 

; that the lines of her face were deepened, imi Vet le«r 



THE BLACK PROPHET 



ro^^V 



12f) 

turea sharpened and impreaaed with tlie marlta of aul 
as atrougly as if they had been left there by the afflictii 
yeara. Her son leant himself against a pieds of broken 
that partly divided their hut into something like two 
if they could be called ao, and from time to time ha glancal 
about him, now at hia father, then at his poor siatera, and 
again at hia heart-broken mother, with an impatient agony 
of spirit that could scarcely be conceived. 

" Well," said he, olenohing hia hands and grinding hii 
teeth, " is it expected that people like ns will sit tamely 
undlicr sich thratement as we have resaved from Dick o' tin 
Grange ? Oh, if we had now the five hundhre good ponnda 
that we Lave spent upon our farm — spent, as it turned out, 
not for ourselves, but to enable that ould villain of a landlord 
to set it to Darby Skinadre — for I b'lieve it's he that's to get 
it, with strong inthrest goin' into his pocket for all our im- 
provements. If we had now," he continued, his passion ris- 
ing, " if we had that five hundhre pounds now^or one hun- 
dhre — or one poiind, Grreat God !~ay, or one shillin' noW, 
wouldn't it save some of you from atarvin' ? " 

This reflection, which in the young man excited only 
wrath, occasioned the female part of the family to burst into 
fresh sorrow ; not so the old man — he arose hastily, and 
paced up and down the floor in a stat« of gloomy indignation 
and fury, which far transcended that of his son. 

" Oh," said he, " if I was a young man, as I was wanat— 
but the young men now are poor, pitiful, cowardly— I wonH 
— I would "^ho paused suddenly, however, looked up, and 
clasping Ilia hands, exclaimed— " forgive me, oh &odl— £o^ 
give the thought that was in my unhappy heart 1 Oh, no- 
no — never, never allow yourself. Con dear, to be carried 
away by anger, for fraid yon might do in one minute, or in a 
short fit of anger, what might make yon pass many a sleep- 
leas night, an' maybe banish the peace of God from your heart 
for ever ! " 

"God bless you tor them last words, Condy!" esclaimed 
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wife ; "that's the way I wish you always to spake — but 
wliat to do, or where to go, or who to turn to, unless to God 
Himself, I don't know." 

** We're come to it at last," said the other daughter, Peggy ; 

"little we thought it, but at all events, it's betther to do 

that than to do worse — betther than to rob or steal, or do an 

ond^cent act of any kind. In the name of Grod, then, rather 

than you should die of hunger, Mary — you, an' my father, 

•n' all of yez — I'll go out and beg from the neighbours." 

** Beg ! " shouted the old man with a look of rage — " beg ! " 

[ k repeated, starting to hip feet and seizing his staff — " beg ! 

I jwi diameless and disgraceful strap. Do you talk of a Dal- 

I tongoin' out to beg? — t^ke that." 

And as he spoke, het^ struck her over the arm with a stick 
vhich he always carped. 

"Now, that will Jieach you to talk of beggin'. No ! — die 
—die first — die at.Vanst ; but no beggin' for any one wid 
the blood of a Dalton in their veins. Death — death a thou- 
lud times sooner ! " 

"Father — oh, father, father, why did you do that? " ex- 
dumed his son ; " to strike poor, kind an' heart-broken 
' ^^SSYi *b3,t would shed her blood for you, or for any of us. 
I Oh, father, I'm sorry to see it ! " 

I The sorrowing girl turned pale at the blow, and a few 
j tears came down her cheeks ; but she thought not of herself, 
I nor of her sufferings. After a pause, occasioned by the pain, 
I Ab ran to him, and, throwing her arms about his neck, ex- 
. claimed, in a gush of sorrow that was perfectly heart-rending 
■ to witness, — 

r "Oh, father dear, forgive me — your own poor Peggy ; sure 
it was chiefly on your account an' Mary's I was goin' to do 
it I won't go, then, since you don't wish it ; but I'll die 
vith you." 

The old man flung the stick from him, and, clasping her 
in his arms, he sobbed and wept aloud. 
"Mydarlin' child!" he exdaimed, "that never yei\, v^^\^ 
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one of ua a bnd word or an angry look — will yon forgive yonr' 
unhappy father, that doean't know what he's doin'? Oh! 7 
fee! that this state we're in — this outher desolation an' 
miBery we're in— will drive ine mad ! But that hasty blow, 
avourneen inachree — that haatyblow an' the hot temper that 
makea me give jt— ia my ciiraa yet, haa been always wj 
curse, an' ever will be my cnrse ; it's that curse that's upon 
me now, an' upon all of ua thia minute— it is, it ia ! " 

"Condy," aaid his wife, "we all know you're not aa bM' 
aa yon make youraelf. Within the laat few years your t 
per haa been sorely tried, an' your heart too, God knows ; fir 
our trials an' our downcome in thia world haa been gnat 
In all tlioae trials, however, an' sufferins, it'a a consolaliHi 
to us that we never neglected to praise an' worahip the Al- 
mighty — we are now brought almost to the very laat pasa— 
let us go to our kneea, then, an' throw ouraelves upon His 
mercy, an' beg of Him to support ua, an', if it ia His holy 
will, to aid us an' send ua relief." 

" Oh, Mary, dear ! " exclaimed her husband, " bat yoa a» 
the valuable an' faithful wife ! If ever woman was a p»- 
tectin' angel to man, you wor to me. Come, childre, in tin 
name of the merciful God, let us kneel an' pray." 

The bleak and depressing aspect of twilight had now Bat- 
tled down upon the sweltering and deluged country, and the 
air was warm, thick, moist, and, consequently, unhealthy. 
The cabin of the Daltons was placed in a low, damp situatioiii 
but fortunately it was approached by a remnant of one d ' 
these old roads or causewaya which had once been pecnliW 
to the remote parta of the country, and also of very singular 
structure, the least stone in it being considerably larger than 
a shilling loaf. This causeway was nearly covered with gmfla, 
so that, in addition to the antiq^ue and desolate appearance 
which this circumatance gave it, the footat«pa of a passenger 
could scarcely be heard as tliey fell upon the thick, close 
graaawith which its surface was mostly covered, 

Alon^ tliirf cansewaV; then, at the very hour when tliH 
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iltone, moved by that piety which is the characteristio of our 
asaotry, had gone to prayer, was the strange woman, whom 
B have already noticed, proceeding with that relief which, it 
ay be, God in His goodness had ordained should reach them in 
nawer to the simple but trustful spirit of their sopplica- 
ioQS. 

Oq reaching the miBerable-looking cabin, she paused, 
isteced, and heard their voices blend in those devout tones 
iiat always mark the utterance of prayer among the people. 
Diey were, in fact, repeating a Rosary, and surely it is not 
iff those who differ with them in creed, or for any one who 
W« the influence of true charity, to quarrel with the form 
rf prayer, when the heart is moved, aa theirs were, by eamest- 
lesB and humble piety. 

"GiB strange woman, on approaching the door more nearly, 
rtood again for a minute or two, having been struck more 
iireibly by something which gave a touching and melancholy 
dijrscter to this simple act of domestic worship. She ob- 
ttmd, for instance, that their prayers were blended with 
BBDj' sighs, and, from time to time, a. groan escaped from one 
of the men, which indicated either deep remorse or a sense of 
•MM great misery. One of the female voices, too, was so 
ieble as scarcely to be heard, yet there ran through it, she 
fclt, a spirit of such fender and lowly resignation, mingled 
Willi fluch an expression of profound sorrow, as almost moved 
iu to tears. The door was open, and the light so dim, that 
»i*eijo!d not distinctly see their persons — two circumstances 
•hich for a moment induced her to try if it were possible to 
lave the meal there without their knowledge. She determined 
flkwwiBe, however ; and, as their prayers were almost im- 
BUdiately concluded, she entered the house. The appearance 
in the dusky gloom, carrying a burden, caused 
suppose that it was some poor person coming to ask 
permission to stop for the night. 
is this?" asked Condy. "Some poor person, I 
sin* charity," he added. " But God's will be dnw, 
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we haven't it to give this many a long day. Glory be to HiiJ 
name ! " 

" This is Condy Dalton's house? " said the strange womiD,| 
in a tone of inquiry. 

'^ Sich as it is, it's his house, an' the best he has, my 
crathur. I wish it was betther, both for his sake an' yonn^^ 
he replied, in a calm and resigned voice, for his heart 
been touched and solemnized by the act of devotion which! 
just concluded. 

Mrs. Dalton, in the mean time, had thrown a handful 
straw on the fire, to make a temporary light. 

"Here," said the stranger, " is a present of meal that 
friend sent you." 

" Meal ! " exclaimed Peggy Dalton, with a faint scream 
joy ; " did you say meal ? " she asked. 

" I did," replied the other ; " a friend that hard of 
present distress, and thinks you don't desarve it, sent it 
you." 

Mrs. Dalton raised the burning straw, and looked for a' 
half-a-minute into her face, during which the woman 
the meal over, and placed it on the hearth. 

" I met you to-day, I think," said Mrs. Dalton, " along wiA- 
Donnel Dhu's wife, on your way to Darby Skinadre's ? " 

" You might," replied the woman ; " for I went there parfe 
o' the road with her." 

" An' who are we indebted to for this present ? " she asketj 
again. 

" I'm not at liberty to say," replied the other ; " barrin 
that it's from a friend an' well-wisher." 

Mrs. Dalton clasped her hands, and, looking with an ap* 
pearance of abstraction on the straw as it burned in the fii*» 
said, in a voice that became infirm by emotion — 

" Oh, I know it ; it can be no other. The friend sh^ 
spakes of is the girl — the blessed girl — whose goodness i^ 
in every one's mouth — Gra Qal Sullivan. I know it— B 
feel it." H 
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" Now," said the woman, " I must go, but before I do, I 
wish to look upon the face of Condy Dalton." 

^'There's a bit of rush on the shelf there," said Mrs. Dalton 
to one of her daughters ; '^ bring it over and light it." 

The girl did so; and the strange woman, taking the little 
taper in her hand, approached Dalton, and looked with a gaze 
ahnost fearfolly solemn and searching into his face. 

" You are Condy Dalton ? " she asked. 

''lam," said he. 

"Answer me now," she proceeded, "as if you were in the 
pnsence of Ghxl at judgment, are you happy ? " 

Hirs. Dalton, who felt anxious, for many reasons, to relieve 
ker unfortunate husband from this unexpected and extraordin- 
iiy catechist, hastened to reply for him. 

''How, honest woman, could a man be happy, who is in a 
itite of such destitution, or who has had such misfortunes as 
h has had ? " and, as she spoke, her eyes filled with tears of 
oompassion for her husband. 

"Don't break in upon me," said the woman, solemnly, '* but 
bt me ax my question, an' let him give his answer. In God's 
name an' presence, are you a happy man ? " 

" I can't spake a lie to that, for I must yet meet my Judge 

-I AH NOT." 

"You have one particular thought that makes you un- 
ktppy?" 

"I have one particular thought that makes me unhappy." 

"How long has it made you unhappy ? " 

"For near two-an'-twenty years." 

"That's enough," she replied ; "God's hand is in it all— I 
most now go. I have done what I was axed to do ; but there's 
a higher will at work. Honest woman," she added, addres- 
sing Mrs. Dalton, " I wish you an' your childre good-night ! " 

The moment she went they almost ceased to think of her. 
The pot still hung on the fire, and little time was lost in pre- 
puing a meal of food. 

From the moment Gra Gal Sullivan's name was mentioned^ 
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the whole family observed that young Con started, and ap- 
peared to become all at once deeply agitated; he walked 
backwards and forwards — sat down, and rose up — applied his 
hands to his forehead — appeared sometimes flashed, and again 
pale — and altogether seemed in a state which it was difiScolt 
to understand. 

" What is the matter with you. Con ? " asked his motha^ 
" you seem dreadfully uneasy." 

" I am ill, mother," he replied — " the fever that was near 
takin' Tom away is upon me ; I feel that I have it by thft 
pains that's in my head an' the small o' my back." 

"Lie down a little, dear," she added — "it's only the paini 
poor boy, of an empty stomach — lie down on your poor ^3eit 
God help you, an' when the supper's ready you'll be betther." 

" It's her," he replied — " it's her — I know it " — and, as b 
uttered the words, touched by her generosity, and the ooor, 
sciousness of his own poverty, he wept bitterly, and then 
paired to his miserable bed, where he stretched himself in 
and sorrow. 

" Now, Con," said his wife, in a tone of consolation and ea- 
couragement, " will you ever despair of God's mercy, or doubt 
His goodness, after what has just happened ? " 

" I'm an unhappy man, Nancy," he replied ; " but it never 
went to that with me, thank God — but where is that poor wild 
boy of ours, Tom — oh, where is he now, till he gets one meal's ] 
mate ? " 

" He is up at the Murtaghs'," said his sister, " an' I had 
betther fetch him home ; I think the poor fellow's a'most out 
of his senses since Peggy Murtagh's death — that an' the dregfl 
of the fever has him that he doesn't know what he's doin', . 
God help him ! " 
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CHAPTER XII. 

FAMINE, DEATH, AND SORROW 

It has never been our disposition, either in the living life we 

lead, or in the fictions, humble and imperfect as they are, 

which owe their existence to our imagination, to lay too heavy 

% hand upon human frailty, any more than^ it has been to 

coantenance or palliate vice, whether open or hypocritical. 

P^ggy Murtagh, with whose offence and death the reader is 

ibeady acquainted, was an innocent and affectionate girl, 

, lAoee heart was full of kind, generous, and amiable feelings. 

She was very young and very artless, and loved not wisely 

Iwt too well ; whilst he who was the author of her sin, was 

Mi^lyas young and artless as herself, and loved her with a 

fint a£Fectioii. She was, in fact, one of those gentle, timid, 

ttd omfiding creatures who suspect not evil in others, and are 

hn of sweetness and kindness to every one. Never did there 

ftr^— with the exception of her oflFence — a tenderer daughter 

or a more affectionate sister than poor Peggy, and for this 

naaoD, the regret was both sincere and general, which was 

Ut for her great misfortune. Poor girl ! she was but a short 

time released from her early sorrows, when her babe followed 

W, we trust, to a better world, where the tears were wiped 

fcom her eyes, and the weary one was at rest. 

The scene in her father's house on this melancholy night, 
^M such as few hearts could bear unmoved, as well on account 
of her parents' grief as because it may be looked upon as a 
truthfol exponent both of the destitution of the country, and 
of the virtues and sympathies of our people. 

Stretched upon a clean bed in the only room that was off 
the kitchen, lay the fair but lifeless form of poor Peggy 
Murtagh. The bed was, as is usual, hung with white, which 
vas simply festooned about the posts and canopy, and the 
eoverlid was also of the same spotless colour, as were the 
<ieath-clothes in which she was laid out. To tkoft^ >N\io ^x^ 
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lieautiful^imt) poor Peggy had possessed that freqnentlya 
gift— death, in ita first stage, bestows an espression of mourn- 
ful tenderness that softens while it solemnizes the heart. In > 
her case, there were depicted all the innocence and artlesaness 
that characterized her brief and otherwise spotless life. Over 
this melancholy sweetness lay a shadow that manifestfid bar 
early suffering and sorrow, made still more touching by the 
presence of an expression which was felt by the spectator to 
have been that of repentance. Her rich auburn hair wm ' 
simply divided on her pale forehead, and it was impossible b) ' 
contemplate the sorrow and serenity which blended into och | 
other upon her young brow, without feeling that death shooU , 
disarm us of all our i'esentmentg,aBd teach us a lesson of pity 
and forgiveness to our poor fellow-creatures, who, whatewr i 
may have beea their eri-ora, will never more offend either Gal 
or man. Her extreme yonthfulaeas was touching in the high- 
est degree, and to the simplicity of her beauty was added 
that unbroken stillness which gives to the lifeless face <n 
youth the only charm that death has to bestow, whilst it Gila 
the heart to ita uttermost depths with the awful couviotion 
that that is the slumber which no human care nor anxinn* 
paaaion shall ever break. The babe, thin and pallid fi-omtha 
affliction of ita young and unfortunate mother, could haidlyl® 
looked upon, in con.'^equence of its position, without tears. Tbe^ 
had placed it by lier aide, but within her arm, so that bythlff 
touching aiTangement all the brooding tenderness of tb* 
mother's love seemed to survive and overcome the power (* 
death itself. There they lay, victims of sin, but embleniB "» 
iQnocence,aiid where iathe heart that shall, in the inhumanity 
of its justice, dare to follow them out of lite, and disturb tha 
peace they now enjoy by the heartless sentence of nnfor^ve- 
nesa? 

It was, indeed, a melancholy scene. The neighbours, hav- 
ing heard of her unexpected death, came to the house, ta i3 
customary, to render every assistance in their power to ths 
bereaved old couple, who were now left childless, And herei 
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too, might we read the sorrowful impress of the famine and 

illness which desolated the land. The groups around the 

poor departed one were marked with such a thin and haggard 

expression as general destitution always is certain to leave 

behind it. The skin of those who, with better health and 

feeding, had been fair and glossy as ivory, was now wan and 

flaccid ; — the long bones of others projected sharply, and as 

it were offensively, to the feelings of the spectators— the 

overlapping garments hung loosely about the wasted and feeble 

person, and there was in the eyes of all a dull and languid 

motion, as if they turned in their sockets by an effort. They 

were all mostly marked also by what appeared to be a feeling 

of painful abstraction, which, in fact, was nothing else than 

that abiding desire for necessary food, which in seasons of 

iunine keeps perpetually gnawing, as they term it, at the 

heart, and prevades the system by that sleepless solicitation 

rf appetite, which, like the presence of guilt, mingles itself 

up, whilst it lasts, with every thought and action of one's 

life. 

In this instance, it may be remembered, that the aid which 
the poor girl had come to ask from Skinadre was, as she 
said, " for the ould couple," who had, indeed, been for a long 
time past their last meal, a very common thing during such 
periods, and were, consequently, without a morsel of food. 
The appearance of her corpse, however, at the house, an 
c^nt so unexpected, drove, for the time, all feelings of 
ph}^ical want from their minds ; but this is a demand which 
will not be satisfied, no matter by what moral power or ca- 
lamity it may be opposed, and the wretched couple were 
now a proof of it. Their conduct to those who did not un- 
derstand this, resembled insanity or fatuity more than any- 
thing else. The faces of both were ghastly, and filled with 
a pale, vague expression of what appeared to be horror, or 
the dull staring stupor which results from the fearful con- 
flict of two great opposing passions in the mind — passions, 
which in this case were the indomitable ones of hunger and 
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griet. After dusk, when the candlea were lighted, 
come into the room where their daughter was laid out, 
stood for some time contemplating herself and her infanl 
silence. Their viaagea were white and etony as marble, 
their eyes, now dead and glassy, were marked by no appaii 
ance of distinct consciousDeas, or the nanal expression of 
reason. They had no sooner appeared, than the sympatMes 
of the assembled neighbours were deeply excited, and there 
was nothing heard for some minutes, but groans, 8obbingB| 
and general grief. Both stood for a short time, and looked 
with amazement about them. At length, the old man, tak- 
ing the hand of hia wife in hia, aaid — 

" Kathleen, what'a this ? — what ails me ? I want aoma- 
thing." 

" You do, Brian— yon do. There's Peggy there, and her 
child, poor thing ; see how quiet they are ; Oh ! how she 
loved that child ; an' see, darlin' — oh, see how she keeps lier 
arm about it, for fear anything might happen it, or that any 
one might take it away from her ; but that's her, all over- 
she loved everything." 

" Ay," said the old man, " I know how she loved it ; bnt, 
aomehow, she was ever and always afeard, poor thing, of 
seemin' over fond of it before us, or before strangers, bekase, 
you know, the poor unhappy- — what was I going to say ? oh, 
ay, an' I'll tell you, although I didn't let on to her, still I 
loved the poor little thing myself — ay, did I. But, ah! 
Kathleen, wasn't she the good and lovin' daughter? " 

The old woman raised her head, and looked aearchingly 
around the room. She seemed uneasy, and gave a ghastly 
smile which it was difficult to underatand. She then looked 
into her hiiaband'a face, after which she turned her eyes upon 
the countenances of the early dead who lay before her, and 
going over to them, stooped and looked closely into their 
still bnt composed faces. She then put her hand upon her 
daughter's forehead, touched her lips with her fingers, car- 
ried her liand down along her arm, and felt the pale features 
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if the baby with a look of apparent wonder ; and whilst she 
iid this, the old man left the room and passed into the 
kitchen. 

" For Gkxl's love, an' take her away," said a neighbouring 
iroman, with tears in her eyes ; no one can stand this." 

"No, no," exclaimed another ; "its best to let her have her 
own will ; for until they both shed plenty of tears, they won't 
(Bt the betther of the shock her unexpected death gave them." 

"Is it thrue that Tom Dalton's gone mad, too?" asked 
'ttother; for it's reported he is." 

"No; but they say he's risin' the counthry, to punish 

Dick o' the Grange and Darby Skinadre — the one, he says, 

-Ivpattin' his father and themselves out o' their farm, and 

Ifce other for bein' the death, he says, of poor Peggy there 

' iii the child, an' for takin' or offerin' to take the farm over 

: tteir heads." 

r The old woman then looked around, and asked — 
I ' 

"Where is Brian? Bring him to me — I want him here. 
But wait," she added ; " I will find him myself." 

She immediately followed him into the kitchen, where the 
poor old man was found searching every part of the house 
tor bod. 

"What are you lookin' for, Brian? " asked another of his 
Mighbours. 

"Oh," he replied, " I am dyin' wid fair hunger — wid fair 
hfflger, and I want some thin' to ait ; " and as he spoke, a 
■paam of agony came over his face. " Ah," he added, " if 
Alick was livin' — if Alick was livin' wid us, it isn't this way 
▼B'd be, for what can poor Peggy do for us, afther her 
'misfortune ? ' However, she is a good girl — a good daugh- 
ter to ns, an' will make a good wife, too, for all that has 
Ittppened yet; for sure they were both young and foolish, 
an' Tom is to marry her. She is now all we have to depend 
% poor thing, an' it wrings my heart to catch her in lone- 
>wne places, cryin', as if her heart would break ; for, poor 
^g, she's sorry — sorry for her fault, an' for the aliam^ ^\i' 
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sorrow it lias brought her to; an' that's what makes 
pray, too, so often as she does ; but God's good, an' He'll 
give her, bekase she has repented." 

" Brian," said the wife, " come away ; come away till 
show you something." 

As she spoke she led him into the other room. 

" There," she proceeded, " there is our dearest and 
best — oh, I am hungry too ; but I don't care for thai 
the mother's love is stronger than hunger or want either^ 
but there she is, that was wanst our pride, an' our 
an' what is she now ? She needn't cry now, the poor 
broken child, — she needn't cry now, — all her sorrow, 
all her shame, an' all her sin is over. Shell hang 
head no more, nor her pale cheek won't get crimson at 
sight of any one who knew her before her fall ; but for all 
sin in that one act, did her heart ever fail to you or 
Was there ever such love, an' care, an' respect, as she 
us ? an' we wouldn't tell her that we forgave her ; we worl 
hard-hearted for that, an' too wicked to say that one 
that she longed for so much — oh, an' she our only one— 1 
now — daughter of our hearts — now we forgive you when i\ 
too late — for, Brian, there they are ! there they lie in theil 
last sleep — the sleep they will never awaken from ; an' it'i 
well for them, for they'll waken an' rise no more to care, 
throuble, an' sorrow, an' shame ! There they lie — see 
quiet an' calm they both lie there, the poor broken branch i 
the little withered flower ! " 

The old man's search for food in the kitchen had given 
the neighbours the first intimation of their actual disi 
and in a few minutes it was discovered that there was not 
single mouthful of anything in the house, nor had they tastifl 
a morsel since the morning before, when they took a litflj 
gruel, which their daughter had made for them. In a momenR 
with all possible speed, the poor creatures about them eit 
went or sent for sustenance, and in many a case, almost 
last morsel was shared with them, and brought, the 
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.nty and humble, to their immediate assistance. In this 
TCBpect there is not in the world any people so generous and 
kind to their fellow-creatures as the Irish, or whose sympa- 
thies are so deep and tender, especially in periods of sick- 
ness, want, or death. It is not the tear alone they are will- 
iDg to bestow — oh, no ! — whatever can be done — whatever aid 
an be given — whatever kindness rendered — or consolation 
affinred, even to the last poor shilling, or " the very bit out of 
tlie mouth," as they say themselves, will be given with a 
good will, and a sincerity that might in vain be looked for 
. daewhere. But, alas ! they know what it is to want this 
\ eoDsolation and assistance themselves, and hence their promp- 
r titode and anxiety to render them to others. The old man, 
^ touched a little by the affecting language of his wife, began 
to lose the dull stony look we have described, and his eyes 
tamed upon those who were about him with something iike 
aenning, although at that moment it could be scarcely 
called so. 

"Amldhramin'?"heasked. "Is this a dhrame? What 
Wngs the people all about us ? Where's Alick from us — 
w' stay — Where's her that I loved best, in spite of her folly ? 
Where's Peggy from me — there's something wrong wid me— 
and yet she's not here to take care o' me ! " 

"Brian, dear," said a poor, famished-looking woman, 
approaching him, " she's in a betther place, poor thing." 

"Go long out o' that," he replied, "and don't put your 
hands on me. It's Peggy's hands I want to have about me, 
an' her voice. Where's Peggy's voice, I say? * Father, 
forgive me,' she said, * forgive me, father, or I'll never be 
kappy more ' — but I wouldn't forgive her, although my heart 
did at the same time; still I didn't say the word; — bring her 
fee," he added, " tell her I'm ready now to forgive her all ; 
tw she, it's she that was the forgivin' creature herself ; tell 
her Fm ready now to forgive her all, an' to give her my 
bleasin' wanst more." 
It was utterly impossible to hear this language Itoikv \,\\^ 
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stunned and lienrt -broken father, and to contemplate tu^^J 
(ind lifclesfl form of the unhappy yovmg creature as sb^H 
Bt.retched before him in the peaceful stillness of death, ^H 
otit being moved even to tears. There were, indeed, feinfl 
eyes in the house as he spoke. 

" Oh, Brian dear," said her weeping mother, " we helped 
ooraelves to break her heart, as well as the rest, Wa 
wouldn't forgive her ; we wouldn't aay the word, althon^ 
'her heart was breakin' bekase we did not. ( Oh Peggy 1 " she 
commenced in Irish, " oh, our daughter — girl of the ml 
fault! the kind, the affectionate, and the dntifnl child, lo 
what corner of the world will your father an' myself tnrn 
now that you're gone from us? You asked us often an' often 
ta forgive you, an' we would not. Ton said you were sorry, 
in the sight of God an' of man, for your fault — that yoar 
heart was sore, an' that you felt our forgiveness would bring ] 
you consolation ; but we would not. Ould man," she ex- 
claimed, abruptly, turning to her husband, " why didn't yoQ 
forgive our only daughter ? Why, I say, didn't you forgive 
her lier one fault — you wicked ould man, why didn't you 
forgive her ? "1 

" Oh, Kathleen, I'll die," he replied, mournfully, " I'll dlB 
if I don't get something to ait. Is there no food? Didn't 
Peggy go to thry Darby SkJnadre, an' she hoped, she said, 
that ahe'd bring ua relief ; an' so she went upon our promise 
to forgive her when she'd come back wid it." 

" I wish, indeed, I bad a drop o' gruel or something my- 
self," replied his ivife, now reminded of her famished state 
by his words. 

At this moment, however, relief, so far as food is con- 
cerned, did come. The compassionate neighbours began, one 
by one, to return each with whatever could be spared from 
their own necessities, so that in the course of a little time 
this desolate old couple were supplied with provisions suf- 
ficient to meet the demands of a week or fortnight. 

It is not our intention to describe, or rather to attempt to 
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, the sorrow of Brian Murtagh and his wife^ as soon 

M a moderate meal of food had awakened them, as it were, 

inm the heavy and stupid frenzy into which the shock of 

iheir unhappy daughter's death, joined to the pangs of 

lumnei had thrown them. It may be sufficient to say, that 

Ikeir grief was wild, disconsolate, and hopeless. She was 

ihe only daughter they had ever had ; and when they looked 

lack upon the gentle and unfortunate girl's many virtues, 

ud reflected that they had, up to her death, despite her 

; Myrnest entreaties, withheld from her their pardon for her 

tnnsgression, they felt, mingled with their afBiction at her 

ihm, such an oppressive agony of remorse as no language 

^€Diild describe. 

Many of the neighbours now proposed the performance of 
• eeromony, which is frequently deemed necessary in cases 
i d frailty similar to that of poor Peggy Murtagh — a cere- 
.■Qoy which, in the instance before us, was one of equal 
|itho8 and beauty. It consisted of a number of these 
hmble, but pious and well-disposed people joining in what 
ii termed the Litany of the Blessed Virgin, which was an 
Mrnest solicitation of mercy, through her intercession with 
ht Son, for the errors, frailties, and sins of the departed ; 
Mid, indeed, when her youth and beauty, and her artlessness, 
iad freedom from guile, were taken into consideration, in 
ttDneodon with her unexpected death, it must be admitted 
tlat this act of devotion was as affecting as it was mournful 
*nd solenm. When they came to the words, " Mother most 
pwe, Mother most chaste, Mother undefiled, Mother most 
loving, pray for her ! " — and again to those, " Morning Star, 
Bealth of the Weak, Refuge of Sinners, Comfortress of the 
Afflicted, pray for her ! " — their voices faltered, became 
l*oken, and, with scarcely a single exception, they melted 

m 

wto tears. And it was a beautiful thing to witness these 
"useiable and half-famished creatures, shrunk and pinched 
with hunger and want, labouring, many of them, with in- 
c?ient illness, and several only just recovered irom \^^ 
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forgetting their own distreaaea and afflictions, and i 
iug all the aid and RonsolatioB in their power to thosa 
stood ill more need of them ihan themselves. When j 
affecting prayers for the dead bad besa concluded, a 
was heard at the door, and a voice which in a i 
hushed them into ailenea and awe. The voice was t 
him whom the departed girl had loved with such fatal 



" In the na.mB of Grod," exclaimed one of them, " let^ 
o' you keep that unfortunate boy out; the sight of 1 
kill the ould couple." The woman who epoke, howev^ 
hardly concluded, when Tom Dalton entered the room, ■ 
ing, pale, tottering through weakneaa, and almoat f 
with sorrow and remorse. On looking at the unhappyB 
before him, he paused, and wiped his brow, which was d 
ened by excitement and over-exertion- There was r 
Bilence of death in the room bo deep, that the £ 
spark from one of the death-candles was heard by e 
present, an incident which, small as it was, 
melancholy interest of the moment. 

"An' that's it," he at last exclaimed, in a voice t 
though weak, quivered with excess of agony- 
Peggy dear — that's what your love for me has brougld 
to ! An' now it's too late ; I can't help you now, ] 
dear, I can't bid you hould your modest face i 
darlin' wife of him that loved you betther than all this n 
besides, but that left you, for al! that, a stained name an'T 
broken heart ! Ay, an' there'ti what your love for mi I 
brought you to ! What can I do for you, Peggy dear ? AD 1 
my little plana for «a both — all that I dreamt of an' hoped I 
to come to pass, where are they now, Peggy dear ? And i' 1 
wasn't I, Peggy, it was poverty— oh, you know how I lovwl I 
you!— it was the down-come we got — it was Dick c" 
Grange that oppressed ue — that ruined us— that put us out I 
without house or home— it was he, and it was my father— | 
my father that they say haa blood on his hand, an' I don't 
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Qfubt ity or he wonldn't act the part he did — it was he, too, 

liat |Hievented me from doin' what my heart enconraged me 

ko do for yon ! Oh, blessed (rod," he exclaimed, '* what will 

becsome of me ! when I think of the long, sorrowful, implorin' 

look she nsed to give me, I'll go mad — I'll go mad ! — IVe 

killed her — I've mnrdhered her, and there's no one to take 

me up an' punish me for it ! An' when I was ill, Peggy 

dear— when I had time to think on my sick bed of all your 

love, and all your sorrow, and distress, and shame, on my 

aooount, I thought I'd never see you in time to tell you what 

I was to do, an' to give consolation to your breakin' heart : 

but all that's now over ; you are gone from them all — you 

are gone from me, an' like the lovin' creathur you ever wor, 

jDa brought our baby along wid you ! An' when I think of 

it— oh, God! when I think of it, before your shame, my 

kart's delight, how your eye felt proud out of me, an' how it 

imiled when it rested on me. Oh ! little you thought I'd 

boold back to do you justice — me that you doted on — an' yet 

it was I that sullied you! — ay, mej Here," he shouted, 

^here, is there no one to seize a murdherer? — no one to bring 

kim to justice?" 

Those present now gathered about him, and attempted, as 
best they might, to soothe and paci£y him ; but in vain. 

" Oh ! " he proceeded, " if she was only able to upbraid me 
—bat what am I sayin' — upbraid ! Oh ! never, never was 
bar harsh word heard — oh, nothing ever to me but that long 
look of sorrow, that will either drive me mad, or leave me a 
broken heart ! That's the look that'll always, always be 
before me, an' that, till death's day, will keep me from ever 
bein' a happy man." 

He now became exhausted, and received a drink of water, 
after which he wildly kissed her lips, and bathed her inani- 
mate face, as well as that of their infant, with tears. 

" Now," said he, at length ; " now, Peggy dear, listen — 
may God never prosper me, if I don't work bitther vengeance 
on them that, along wid myself, was the means of bringin' 
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you to this — Dick o' the Grange an' Darby Skinadre, ior if< 
Darby had given you what you wanted, you might be yet %\ 
livin' woman. As for myself, I care not what becomes 
me ; you are gone, our child is gone, and now I have nothing] 
in this world that I'll ever care for — there's nothing in it- 
that I'll ever love again." ' 

He then turned to leave the room, and was in the act d] 
going out of it, when her father, who had nearly recov8rei| 
the use of his reason, said — 

" Tom Dalton, you are lavin' this house, an' may the 
of that girl's father, broken-hearted as you've left him, go | 
along wid you." 

"No," exclaimed his wife, "but may the blessin' of 
mother rest upon you for the sake of the love she bore yoal*] 

"You've spoken late, Kathleen Murtagh," he replied,] 
" the curse of her father is on me, an' will folly me ; I feel it"j 

His sister then entered the room to bring him homM 
whither he accompanied her, scarcely conscious of what 1*8] 
did, and ignorant of the cloud of vengeance which was 8ol 
soon to break upon his wretched father's head. 



CHAPTER XIII 

SARAH'S APPEAL FOli A MURDERER 

Our readers are not, perhaps, in general aware that a moflk 
iniquitous usage prevailed among middlemen landlordfl, 
whenever the leases under which their property was held' 
were near being expired. Indeed, as a landed proprietor, 
the middleman's position differed most essentially from that 
of the man who held his estate in fee. The interest of th* 
latter is one that extends beyond himself and his wants, and 
is consequently transmitted to his children and more remots 
descendants ; and on this account he is, or ought to be, bouiid 
by ties of a different and higher character, to see that it shall 
not pass down to them in an impoverished or mutilated con* 
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The middleman, on the contrary, feels little or none 
b, and very naturally endeavours to sweep from off the 
tty he holds, whilst be holds it, by every means 
ble, as much as it can yield, knowing that his tenure of 
Ibut temporary and precarious. For this reason, then, 

■ frequently happened that on finding his tenants' leases 
Ktpiring, he resorted to the most unscrupulous and op- 

lv6 means to remove from his land those who may have 
limproveraents tipon it, in order to let it to other claim- 
it a rent high in proportion to these very improvements, 

t readers know that this is not an extreme case, but a 
ft indisputable fact, which has, uniortunately, been one 
\ standing grievances of om- unhappy coxmtry, and one 

■ great ooraes attending the vicious and unsettled state 
jrtjr in Ireland. 

)[ o' the Grange's ejectment of Oondy Dalton and his 

', therefore, had, in the eyes of many of the people, 

; in it so startlingly oppressive as might be supposed. 

B contrary, the act was looked upon as much in the 

r of a matter of right on Ms part, as one of oppression 

Long usage had reconciled the peasantry to it, 

} to the period of our tale, there had been no one to 

I and direct public feeling against it. 

rtnight had now elapsed since the scene in which young 

D had poured out his despair and misery over the dead 

t Peggy Murtagh, and daring that period an incident 

1, which, although by no means akin to the romantic, 

xiaoed, nevertheless, a change in the position of Dick 

iGrange himself, without effecting any either in his 

B 4H- iDclinations. His own leases had expired, so that, 

he stood exactly in the same relation to the 

idlord in which his own t«nant.s did to him. Their 

S had dropped about a twelvemonth or more before his, 

d he DOW watted until he should take out new ones himself, 

8 U> his proceeding any farther ia the disposition and 

it of his property. 
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Such was his position and theirs, with reference to i 
other, when one morning, abont a fortnight or better subse- 
quent to his last appearance, young Diclc, accompanied hj 
the Black Prophet, was seen to proceed towards the ganiefl i 
— both m close conversation. The Prophet's face was now 
free from the consequences of young Dalton's violence, but 
it had actually gained in malignity more than it had lost bj I 
the discoloration and disfigurement resulting from the blow. , 
There was a calm, dark grin visible when he smiled, that j 
argued a black and satanic disposition ; and whenever tlisj 
lips of Ilia hard, contracted, and unfeeling month expandrfj 
by his devilish sneer, a portion of one of his vile side fangsl 
became visible, which gave to hia features a most hateful wi' 
viper-like aspect. It was the cold, sneering, cowardly f&C9 
of a man who took delight in evil for its own sake, and wlw- 
could neither feel happiness himself nor suffer others l* 
enjoy it. 

As they were about to enter the gardeo, Donnel Dhu sa* 
approaching him at a rapid and energetic pace, his daughttf 
Sarah, whose face, now lit up by exercise, as well as by the 
earnest expression of deep interest which might be read in itj 
never before appeared so strikingly animated and beautiful, 

" Who ia this lovely girl approaching us ? " asked tiii 
young man, whose eyes at once kindled vrith surprise anc 
admiration. 

" That is my daughter," replied Donnel, coldly ; " wba' 
can she want with me now, and what brought her here? '' 

" Upon my honour, IXjnnel, that girl aui'passea anythinj 
I have seen yet. Why she's perfection— her figure is — is— 
I haven't words for it — and her face— good heavens ! wha 
brilliancy and animation I " 

The Prophet's brow darkened at his daughter's unseason 
able appearance in the presence of a handsome young felloe 
of property, whose character for gallantry was proverbial i 
the country, 

"Sarah, my good gu-1," said he, whilst his 
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tt once became low and significant, quivered with suppressed 
nge — ''what brought you here, I ax? Did any one send 
iac you ? or is there a matter of life and death on hands that 
^ JDU tramp af ther me in this manner — eh ? " 
I ''It may be life an' death for anything I know to the con- 
i t»iry," she replied ; " you're angry at something, I see," she 
I gnxseeded, — " but to save time, I want to spake to you." 

''You must wait till I go home, then, for I neither can 
Bor will spake to you now." 

"lather, you will — you must," she replied — "and in some 
ftmte place, too. I won't detain you long, for I haven't 
irach to say, and if I don't say it now, it may be too late." 

" What the deuce, M*Gowan ! " said Dick, " speak to the 
joung woman — you don't know but she may have something 
of importance to say to you." 

She glanced at the speaker, but with a face of such indif- 
fareoce, as if she had scarcely taken cognizance of him 
beyond the fact that she found some young man there in 
emyarsation with her father. 

IXmnel, rather to take her from under the libertine gaze 
of Ids young friend, walked a couple of hundred yards to the 
rig^t of the garden, where, under the shadow of some trees 
that overhung a neglected fish-pond, she opened the purport 
ol her journey after him to the Grange. 

" Now, in the divil's name," he asked, " what brought you 
here?" 

"Father," she replied, "hear me, and do not be angry, 
fcr I know — at laste I think — that what I'm goin' to say to 
yoa is right." 

"Well, madam, let us hear what you have to say." 

" I will — an' I must speak plain, too. You know me ; — 
that I cannot think one thing and say another." 

"Yes, I know you very well — go on — ay, and so does 
yoor unfortunate stepmother." 

"Oh — well ! " she replied — " yes, I suppose so — ha ! ha ! " 
In a moment, however, her face became softened witk d<^^^ 
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feeling. *'01i, father," she proceeded, "maybe j(m dmV 
know me, nor she either ; it's only now I'm b^gimun' tB 
know myself. But listen — I have often observed your coun- 
tenance, father — I have often marked it well. I can see bf 
you when you are pleased or angry — but that's aisy ; I cai 
tell, too, when the bad spirit is up in you by the pale &C8 
but black look that scarcely any one could mistake. I hM 
seen everything bad, father, in your face — bad temper, 
hatred, revenge — an' but seldom anything good, rather, 
I'm your daughter, an' don't be angry ! " 

" What, in the devil's name, are you drivin' at, you bnutt 
jade?" 

"Father, you said this momin', before you came ontj 
that you felt your conscience troublin' you for not discoverii' 
the murdher of Sullivan ; that you felt sorry for keepin' B, 
to yourself so long — sorry ! — you said you were sonji 
father ! " 

" I did, and I was." 

" Father, I have been thinkin' of that since ; no, father- 
your words were false ; there was no sorrow in your faoe^ 
nor in your eye — no, father, nor in your heart. I know 
that — I feel it. Father, dou't look so; you may bate me, 
but I'm not afraid." 

"Go home out o' this," he replied — "be off, and carry 
your cursed madness and nonsense somewhere else." | 

" Father, here I stand — your own child — your only daugh- ' 
ter ; look me in the face — let your eye look into mine, it 
you can. I challenge you to it ! Now, mark my words-^ 
you are goin' to swear a murdher against the head of a poor 
and a distressed family — to swear it — and, father, you kno^ 
he never murdhered Sullivan ! " 

The Prophet started and became pale, but he did not 
accept the challenge. 

He looked at her, however, after a struggle to recover hitf 
composure, and there she stood firm, erect ; her beautiful 
face animated with earnestness, her eyes glowing with singa* 
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re, yet set, and sparkling in the increasing moisture 

k word or thought would turn into tears. 

lat do you mane, Sarah ? " said he, affecting coolness — 

do you mane ? I know ! Explain yourself." 

her, I will. There was a bad spirit in your face and 

r heart when you said you were sorry — that you 

i for consalin' the murdher so long ; there was, father, 

pirit in your heart, but no repentance there." 

' did you come all the way from home to tell me this ?" 

father, not to tell you what I have said, — but, 
dear, what I am goin' to say ; only first answer me. 
lid murdher Sullivan, was it in his own defence? — 
a cool murdher? — a cowardly murdher? — because if 
Condy Dalton is a bad man. But still listen : it's 
ir two-an'-twenty years since the deed was done. I 
tile about religion, father — you know that — but still 
heard that God is willin' to forgive all men their sins 

repent of them — if they're sorry for them. Now, 
it's well known that for many a long year Condy 
has been in great sorrow of heart for something or 
can man do more ? " 

home out o' this, I say — take yourself away." 
, who can tell, father, the inward agony and bitther 
nee that that sorrowful man's heart, maybe, has suf- 

Who can tell the tears he shed, the groans he 
I, the prayers for mercy he said, maybe, an' the 
he would give to have that man that he killed — only 
lasty blow, maybe — again alive and well ! Father, 
prosecute him — lave the poor heart-broken ould man 
! Don't you see that God has already taken him an' 
) His hands — hasn't He punished them a hundred ways 
•rs? Hav'nt they been brought down, step by step, 
realth an' respectability, till they're now, like poor 
8, in the very dust ? Oh, think, father — dear father 
k of his white hairs — think of his pious wife that every 
3pects — think of his good-hearted, kind daMglcvtet^— 
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think of their poverty, and of all they have suffered floliig- 
an' above all, oh, think, father dear, of what they will nfa Mi 
if you are the manes of takin' that sorrowful whit^^btinlflli 
ould man out from the middle of his poor, but lovm')B'|I 
daicent, and respected family, and hangin' h\m for aaaetlU 
he has repented for, maybe, and that we ought to kp4i 
Almighty Himself has forgiven him for. Father, I goon*! 
knees to you to beg that you won't prosecute this oold: 
— but lave him to God ! " 

As she uttered the few last sentences, the tears ^^^ 
torrents from her cheeks ; but when she knelt— whidi i* 
did — her tears ceased to flow, and she looked into her faiW 
face with eyes kindled into an intense expression, aod to 
hands clasped as if her own life and everlasting salvati* 
depended upon his reply. 

" Gro home, I desire you," he replied, with a cold aneer- 
for he had now collected himself, and fell back into k* 
habitual snarl — " Gro home, I desire you, or maybe you'd wi4 
to throw yourself in the way of that young profligate tta*^ 
>\as spakin' to when you came up. Who knows, aftheraD, 
but that's your real design, and neither pity nor compftssiw 
for ould Dalton ? " 

" Am I his daughter ? " she replied, whilst she started to 
hor feet, and her dark eyes flashed with disdain — " Canll» 
his daughter?" 

"I hope you don't mean to cast a slur upon your — ' 
\\o imused a moment, and started as if a serpent had bittai 
\x\\\\ ; but left the word " mother " unuttered. 

Again she softened, and her eyes filled with teara 
" Kathor, I never had a mother!" she said. 

" No," he replied; "or if you had, her name will neva 
,vmo through my lips." 

Sl»o looked at him with wonder for a few moments, afte 
x\ hi*'h slie turned, and, with a face of melancholy and sorrow 
w\HHHMlod with slow and meditating steps in the direction ( 
*M\v luHiiWo cabin. 
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Hiar &th0r, who felt considerably startled by some portions 

ol her appeal, thongh by no means softened, again directed 

his steps towards the garden gate, where he had left young 

IKck standing. Here he found this worthy young gentleman 

awaiting his return, and evidently amazed at the interview 

Intween him and his daughter ; for although he had been at 

too great a distance to hear their conversation, he could and 

did see, by the daughter's attitudes, that the subject of their 

oonversation was extraordinary and important. 

On approaching him, the Prophet now, with his usual 
eooheBS, pulled out the tress which he had, in some manner, 
got from Grra Gal Sullivan, and holding it for a time, placed 
it in Dick's hands. 

"There's one proof," said he, alluding to a previous part 
d their conversation, " that I wasn't unsuccessful, and in- 
deed, I seldom am, when I set about a thing in earnest." 

"Bat is it possible," asked the other, "that she actually 
give this lovely tress willingly — you swear that ? " 

"As heaven's above me," replied the Prophet, "there 
iwver was a ringlet sent by woman to man with more love 
thin she sent that. Why, the purty creature actually shed 
teirg, and begged of me to lose no time in givin' it. You 
kave it now, at all events — an' only for young Dalton's out- 
rage, you'd have had it before now." 

"Then there's no truth in the report that's she's fond of 
him?" 

"Why — ahem ! — n — no — oh no — not now — fond of him she 
was, no doubt ; an' you know, it's never hard to light a 
fcalf-bumed turf — or a candle that was lit before. If they 
could be got out of the counthry, at all events — these Dal tons 
—it would be so much out of your way, for between you an 
DM, I can tell you that your life won't be safe when he comes 
to know that you have put his nose out of joint with the 
Gra Gai:' 
"It's strange, however, that she should change so soon ! *' 
"Ah, Masther Richard! how little you know of woman, 
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when yon say so. They're a vain, nncertain, selfish enw— 
women are — there's no honesty in them, nor I don't think 
there's a woman alive that could be trusted, if you only gin 
her temptation and opportunity — none of them will staal 
that." 

'^ But how do you account for the change in her case^ I 
ask ? " 

" I'll tell you that. First an' foremost, you're handsome— 
remarkably handsome." 

" Come, come, no nonsense, Donnel — get along, will yoo, 
ha ! ha ! ha ! — handsome, indeed ! — never you mind what the 
world says — well ! " 

" Why," replied the other, gravely, " there's no use ii 
denyin' it, you know ; it's a matter that tells for itself, an' 
that a poor girl with eyes in her head can judge of as "Wfifl 
as a rich one — at any rate, if you're not handsome, yoa'i* 
greatly belied ; an' every one knows that there's never smote 
without fire." 

" Well, confound you ! — since they'll have it so, I suppoM 
I may as well admit it — I believe I am a handsome dog, aai 

I have reason to know that — that " here he shook hiahMd 

and winked knowingly ; — " oh, come, Donnel, my boy, I caft 
go no further on that subject — ha ! ha ! ha ! " 

" There is no dispute about it," continued Donnel, gravely; 
" but still I think, that if it was not for the mention I macb 
of the dress, an' grandeur, an' state that she was to come to, 
she'd hardly turn round as she did. Dal ton, you know, i» j 
the handsomest young fellow, barrin' yourself, in the parish; ^ 
an' troth, on your account an' hers, I wish he was out of it-^ 
He'll be crossin' you — you may take my word for it — an' • 
dangerous enemy he'll prove — that I know." 

" Why ? — what do you mean ? " 

Here the Prophet, who was artfully endeavouring to fill 
the heart of his companion with a spirit of jealousy against 
Dalton, paused for about a minute, as if in deep reflection^ 
after which he sighed heavily. 
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anel" he at length replied — "I'm unhappy in my 
an' I know I ought to do it — an' yet I'm loth now 
' sich a length of time. Mane, did you say, Masther 
xd?" 

es, I said so, and I say so — what do you mean by 
y me that young Dalton will be a dangerous enemy to 

* 
n' so he will — an' so he would to any one that he or 
)re ill-will against. You know there's blood upon their 
I?" 

b, I don't know any such thing ; I believe he was 
ed with the murder of Mave Sullivan's uncle, but as 
ody could not be found, there were no grounds for a 
nation. I don't therefore know that there's blood upon 
ind." 

iTeil, then, if you don't — may God direct me ! " he added, 
^de me to the best — if you don't, Masther Richard — 
n direct me agin ! — will I say it ? Could you get that 
f quietly out of the counthry, Masther Richard ? Bekase, 
could, it would be betther, maybe, for all parties." 
ou seem to know something about these Daltons, 
ivan?" asked Dick, "and to speak mysteriously of 

• 

iTell, then, I do," he replied; "but what I have to 

! ought to say to your father, who is a magistrate." 

B other stared at him with surprise, but said nothing 

minute or two. 

Vhat is this mystery ? " he added at length. " I cannot 

rstand you ; but it is clear that you mean something 

ordinary." 

M pardon me, Masther Richard, and you are right 

^h, no — I can't keep it any longer. Listen to me, sir, 

am goin' to make a strange and a fearful discovery — I 
rwho it was that murdhered Sullivan — I'm in possession 

for the last two-an'-twenty years — I have travelled 
psrhere— gone to Enghndf to Wales, Scot\aii4, ^xC 



154 THE BLACK PROPHET 

America, but it was all of no use, the kiiowled|;e of the 
murdher and the mordherer was here" — he laid his hud 
upon his heart as he spoke — " an' durin' all that time I lu4 
peace neither by night nor by day." 

His companion turned towards him with amazement, and 
truly his appearance was startling, if not frightful: b 
looked as if it were into vacancy — his eyes had beoomi 
hollow and full of terror — his complexion assumed the Iddb 
of ashes — his voice got weak and unsteady, and his limb 
trembled excessively, whilst from every pore the perspiratkl 
came out, and ran down his ghastly visage in large drops. 

'^M'Gk)wan," said his companion, ''this is a dreadfoL 
business. As yet you have said nothing, and from wbat I 
see, I advise you to reflect before you proceed further in ifc 
— I think I can guess the nature of your secret ; but even if 
you went to my father, he would tell you that you are not 
bound to say anything to criminate yourself.'' 

The Prophet, in the meantime, had made an effort to nr 
cover himself, which, after a little time, was successful. 

" I believe you think," he added, with a gloomy and • 
bitter smile, " that it was I who committed the murdier— 
oh, no ! if it was, I wouldn't be apt to hang myself, I thint 
No ! — but I must see your father, as a magistrate ; an' I 
must make the disclosure to him. The man that did murdhtf 
Sullivan is livin', and that man is Condy Dalton. I knew of 
this, an' for two-an '-twenty years let that murdherer escapB 
an' that is what made me so miserable an' unhappy. I ciB« 
prove what I say, an' I know the very spot where he burifld 
Sullivan's body, an' where it's lyin' to this very day." 

" In that case, then," replied the other, " you have cm 
one course to pursue, and that is, to bring Dalton to justicBi " 

" I know it," returned the Prophet ; " but still I feel thik 
it's a hard case to be the means of hangin' a fellow-cratatAt 
but of the two choices, rather than bear any longer what I 
have suffered, an' am still sufferin,' I think it betther ^ 
prosecute him." 
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" Then go in and see my father at once about it, and a 
Bviliah difficult card you'll have to play with him — for my 
irt, I think he is mad ever since Jemmy Branigan left him. 
a fact, he knows neither what he is saying or doing without 
im, especially in some matters ; for to tell you the truth," 
6 added, laughing, " Jemmy, who was so well acquainted 
rith the country and every one in it, took much more of the 
nagistrate on him than ever my father did ; and now the old 
dlow, when left to himself, is nearly helpless in every sense. 
le knows he has not Jemmy, and he can bear nobody else 
near him or about him." 

"I will see him, then, before I lave the place; an' now, 
Hasther Richard, you know what steps you ought to take 
with regard to Gra Gal Sullivan. As she is willin' herself, 
of ooorse there is but one way of it." 

"Of course I am aware of that," said Dick ; " but still I 
bel that it's devilish queer she should change so soon from 
Dalton to me." 

"That's bekase you know nothing about women," replied 
the Prophet. " Why, Master Richard, I tell you that a 
veathercock is constancy itself compared to them. The 
notion of you, an' your wealth, an' grandeur, an' the groat 
itate you're to keep her in — all turned her brain ; an' as a 
proof of it, there you have a lock of her beautiful hair that 
■he gave me with her own hands. If that won't satisfy you, 
it's hard to say what can ; but, indeed, I think you ought 
to know by this time o' day how far a handsome face goes 
with them. Give the divil himself but that, an' they'll 
take his horns, hooves, an' tail into the bargain — ay, will 
they." 

This observation was accompanied by a grin so sneering 
and bitter, that his companion, on looking at him, knew not 
how to account for it, unless by supposing that lie must, 
during the course of his life, have sustained some serious 
or irreparable injury at their hands. 
"You appear not to like the women, Donnel 5 how is that ? " 
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" Like them ! " he replied, and as he spoke, his face, wlikkl 
had been, a little before, ghastly with honor, now became « 
black and venomous — '' ha ! ha ! how is that, yon say ?—Af 
no matther now — they're angels — angels of perdition; ibflir^ 
truth is traichery, an' their — but no matther. Ill navr gi. 
in an' spake to your father on this business ; but I forgoi 
to say that I must see Gra Gal soon, to let her know (Xff' 
plans ; so do you make your mind aisy, and lavs tin 
management of the whole thing in my hands." 



CHAPTER XIV 

A MIDDLEMAN MAGISTRATE OF THE OLD SCHOOL ASD HO 

CLERK 

Dick o' the Grange — whose name was Henderson — at leiakj 
such is the name we choose to give him — held his office, 
many Irish magistrates have done before him, in his owl] 
parlour ; that is to say, he sat in an arm-chair at one of thfl! 
windows, which was thrown open for him, whilst those wW 
came to seek justice, or, as they termed it, law, at his handii 
were compelled to stand uncovered on the outside, no matter 
whether the weather was stormy or otherwise. We are not 
now about to pronounce any opinion upon the constitutionil 
spirit of Dick's decisions, inasmuch as nineteen out of every 
twenty of them were come to by the only "Magistrates 
Guide " he ever was acquainted with — to wit, the redoubt- 
able Jemmy Branigan. Jemmy was his clerk, and althongli 
he could neither read nor write, yet in cases where lA 
judgments did not give satisfaction, he was both able and j 
willing to set his mark upon the discontented parties in 
a fashion that did not allow his blessed signature to 1» 
easily forgotten. Jemmy, however, as the reader kno^ 
was absent on the morning we are writing about, having 
actually fulfilled his threat of leaving his master's service-— 
a threat, by the way, which was held out and acted npott 
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> least once every 3rear since he and the magistrate had 
xx)d to each other in the capacity of master and servant, 
lot that we are precisely correct in the statement we have 
Bade on this matter, for sometimes his removal was the 
EWolt of dismissal on the part of his master, and sometimes 
the following np of the notice which he himself had given 
him to leave his service. Be this as it may, his temporary 
ftlaeDees always involved a trial of strength between the 
pirties, as to which of them should hold out, and put a 
QODStraint npon his inclinations the longest; for since the 
tnth must be told of Jemmy, we are bound to say that he 
Mid as badly bear to live removed from the society of his 
>MBter, as the latter could live without him. For many 
yeirs of his life he had been threatening to go to America, 
ct to live with a brother that he had in the Isle of White, 
iike called it, and on several occasions he had taken formal 
Wtb of the whole family (always in the presence of his 
•Mter, however), on his departure for either the one place 
cr the other, whilst his real abode was a snug old garret, 
Ybfire he was attended and kept in food by the family and 
111 fellow-servants, who were highly amused at the out- 
aseoas distress of his master, occasioned sometimes by 
JflBuny's obstinate determination to travel, and sometimes 
lyliis extreme brotherly affection. 

Domiel, having left the son cracking a long whip which 
h held in his hand, and looking occasionally at the tress 
of Have Sullivan's beautiful hair, approached the hall door, 
it which he knocked, and on the appearance of a servant, 
nquested to see Mr. Henderson. The man wafted his hand 
towards the space under the window, meaning that he should 
tike his stand there, and added, — 

"If it's law you want, I'm afeard you'll get more abuse 
han justice from him now, since Jemmy's gone." 

The knowing grin, and the expression of comic sorrow 
rhich accompanied the last words, were not lost upon the 
'rophet, who, in common with every one in the n^\gji\»\rc- 
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hood for a circumference of many miles, was perfectly vaD I ] 
aware of the life which master and man both led. It 

" Is that it ? " said the Prophet ; " however, it ottt h Ir 
lielped. Clerk or no clerk, I want to see him on saaoai |ir 
business, tell him ; but I'll wait, of coorse, till hA "* 
leisure." I *l 

"Tom," said Henderson from within, "who's thfiw?-* Ibc 
that him? If it is, tell him, confound him I to comei^tt Ik: 
1*11 forgive him. If he'll promise to keep a civil toDftflk 
in his head, I'll forget all, say. Come in, you old scoiioM m^ 
I'm not angry with you; I want to speak to you,ai»Bki: 
events." m^ 

" It's not him, sir ; it's only Donnel M'Gbwan, the Bii 
Prophet, that wants some law business." 

" Send him to the devil for law business. What \09 1^ 
him here now? Tell him he shall have neither laW 
justice from me. Did you send to his brother-in-li'' 
Maybe he's there ! " 

** We did, sir. Sorra one of his seed, breed, or genenfi* 
but we sent to. However, it's no use — off to AmerikyW 
^ne, or to the Isle o' White, at any rate." 

" May the devil sink America and the Isle of White W 
in the ocean, and you, too, you scoundrel, and all of J*' 
Only for the cursed crew that's about me, I'd have himli^ 
still — and he the only man that understood my i^ 
and my wishes, and that could keep me comfortable «* 
tM\sy.'' 

** Troth, then, he hadn't an overly civil tongue in his h*'*' 
*ir»'* replied the man ; ** for, when you and he, your hcof^^ 
wore together, there was little harmony to spare hetW** 

** That was my own fault, you cur. No servant but W^ 
*^l( would have had a day's patience with me. He b^^ 
^^uied me but when I deserved it — did he ? " 
** Noj 3^ur honour ; I know he didn't, in troth." 
** >' " vou villain, you know no such thing. Here»* 
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ith my sore leg, and no one to dress it for me. Who's 

lelp me upstairs or downstairs ? — who's to be about me ? 

w^ho cares for me, now that he's gone? Nobody — not 

ul." 

Doesn't Masther Richard, sir ? " 

(To, sir; Master Richard gives himself little trouble 

it me. He has other plots and plans on his hands — other 

to fry — other irons in the fire. Master Richard, sirra, 

n't care a curse if I was under the sod to>morrow, but 

Ld be glad of it; neither does any one about me — but 

Lid ; and you infernal crew, you have driven him away 

I me ! " 

We, your honour ? " 

Yes, all of you ; you put me first out of temper by your 

Lect and your extravagance ; then I vented it on him, 

kuse he was the only one among you I took any pleasure 

libus in speaking to. However, my mind's made up — 

call an auction — sell everjrthing — and live in Dublin 
veil as I can. What does that black hound want ? " 
Some law business, sir ; but I dunna what it is." 
Is the scoundrel honest, or a rogue ? " 
Throth, it's more than I'm able to tell your honour, sir. 
)n't know much about him. Some spakes well, an' some 
kes ill of him — jist like his neighbours — ahem ! " 
' Ay, an' that's all you can say of him ? but if he was 
e, I could soon ascertain what stuff he's made of, and 
at kind of a hearing he ought to get. However, it doesn't 
tter now — I'll auction everything — in this Grange I won't 
B ; and to be sure but I was a precious old scoundrel to 
ttrel with the best servant a man ever had." 
Fust at this moment, who should come round from a back 
Wage, carrying a small bundle in his hand, but the object 
all his solicitude. He approached quietly upon tiptoe, 
th a look in which might be read a most startling and lu- 
roas expression of anxiety and repentance. 
'*How is he?"— said he— "howis his poor leg? Oh^ 
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blessed saints, but I was the donble-distilled villiun of tlid 
airth to lave him as I did to the crew that was about him! 
The best masther that ever an ould vagabond like me wsi 
ongrateful to ! How is he, Tom ? " 

" Why," replied the other, " if yon take my advice, youH 
keep from him at all events. He's cnrsin' and abnsin' yoa 
ever since yon went, and won't allow one of us even to nann 
you." 

" Troth, an' it only shows his sense ; for I desarved nothii! 
else at his hands. However, if what you say is thme, Fa 
afeard he's not long for this world, and that his talkin' seniB 
at last is only the lightenin' before death, poor gintlemanl 
I can stay no longer from him, anyhow, let him be as ha 
may ; an' God pardon me for my ongratitude in desartin'lum 
like a villain as I did." 

He then walked into the parlour ; and as the Prophet was 
beckoned as far as the hall, he had an opportunity of witnOM- 
ing the interview which took place between this extraoidmaiy 
pair. Jemmy, before entering, threw aside his bundle and 
his hat, stripped off his coat, and in a moment presented 
himself in the usual striped cotton jacket, with sleeves, which 
he always wore. Old Dick was in the habit of letting fly an 
oath at something, when Jemmy, walking in, just as if nothing 
had happened, exclaimed, — 

" Why, thin. Mother o' Moses, is it at the ould work I find 
you? Troth, it's past counsel, past grace wid you— rm 
afraid you're too ould to mend. In the mane time, don't 
stare as if you seen a ghost — only tell us how is that unfor- 
tunate leg of yours ? " 

" Why — eh ? — ay, — oh, ay, — you're back, are you ?— an' 
what the devil brought you here again, eh ? " 

" Come, now, keep yourself quiet, you onpenitent ould 
sinner, or it'll be worse for you. How is your leg ? " 

" Ah, you provokin' old rascal — eh ? — so you are back ? " 

^' Don't you see I am — who would stick to you like my- 
self, af ther all ? Troth, I missed your dirty tongue, bad as it 
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— divil a thing but rank peace and quietness I was in ever 
loe I seen yon last." 

"And devil a sconndrel has had the honesty to give me a 
ogle word of abnse to my face since you left me." 
" And how often did I tell you that you couldn't depind 
pon the crew that's about you — the truth's not in them — an' 
lat yon ought to know. However, so far as I am consamed, 
snt't fret — God knows I forgive you all your folly Sind feast- 
vlaghj^ in hopes always that you'll mend your life in many 
spects. You had myself before you as an example, though 
say it, that oughtn't to say it ; but you know you didn't 
ike patthem by me as you ought.' 

" Shake hands, Jemmy — I'm glad to see you again — you 
we put to expense since you went ? " 
**No, none — no, I tell you." 
" But I say you were." 

"There, keep yourself quiet now — no, I wasn't — an' if I 
nui, too, what is it to you ? " 
" Here, put that note in your pocket." 
"Sorra bit, now," replied Jemmy, "to plaise you" — grip- 
1^ it tightly at the same time as he spoke — " do you want 
to yez me agin ? " 

" Put it in your pocket, sirra, unless you wish me to break 
jour head." 

"Oh, he would," said Jemmy, looking, with a knowing 
ice of terror, towards Tom Booth and the Prophet— " it's 
ftft weight of his cane I'd get, sure enough — but it's an ould 
ftyin' an' a true one, that where the generosity's in, it must 
come out. There now, I've put it in my pocket for you — 
•a' I hope you're satisfied. Divil a sich a tyrant in Europe," 
*id he loudly, " when he wishes — an' yet, afther all," he 
wJded, in a low, confidential voice, just loud enough for his 
^•^Mter to hear — " where 'ud one get the like of him ? Tom 
^oth, desire them to fetch warm wather to the study, till I 
4w88 his poor leg, and make him fit for business." 

* Nonsense, 
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'^ Here is Donnel Dhu," replied Booth, '' waitin' for k« 
business.'' 

'' Go to the windy, Donnel," said Jemmy, with an aathori- 
tative air — " go to your ground ; but before you go let me 
know what you want." 

" I'll do no such thing," replied the Prophet — " unless to 
say that it's a matter of life an' death." 

"Go out," repeated Jemmy, with brief and determined 
authority, " an' wait till it's his honour's convanienoe— Ws 
full convanience — to see you. As dark a rogue, sir,"— ha 
continued, having shoved the Prophet outside, and slappel 
the door in his face — " and as great a schamer as ever put i 
coat on his back. He's as big a liar, too, when he likes, IB 
ever broke bread ; but there's far more danger in him wbm 
he tells truth, for then you may be sure that he has some 
divil's design in view." 

Dick o' the Grange, though vulgar and eccentric, was Ibj 
no means deficient in shrewdness and common sense ; ndthflr 
was he, deliberately, an unjust man ; but, like too many in 
the world, he generally suffered his prejudices and his inte- 
rests to take the same side. Having had his leg dressed, and 
been prepared by Jemmy for the business of the day, he took 
his place as usual in the chair of justice, had the window 
thrown open, and desired the Prophet to state the nature rf 
his business. 

The latter ^told him that the communication must be a 
private one, as it involved a matter of deep importance, 
being no less than an affair of life and death. 

This startled the magistrate, who, with a kind of awkward 
embarrassment, ordered, or rather, requested Jemmy to 
withdraw, intimating that he would be sent for, if his advice 
or opinion should be deemed necessary. 

^*No matther," replied Jemmy, "the loss will be your 
own ; for sure I know the nice hand you make of law, when 
you're left to yourself. Only before I go, mark my words ; 
there you stand, Donnel Dhu, an' I'm telling him to be on 
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^|p8 guard against you — don't put trust, plaiae your bonour, 

^Kt either his word or his oath — an' if he's bringin' a charge 

" Against any one, give it in favour of his enemy, whoever 

le is, I hard that he was wanat tried for robbery, an' I 

■jonly wondher it wasn't for murdher, too ; tor, in troth and 

lowt, if ever a man has both one and tlie other in hig face, he 

a. It's known to me that lie's seen now an' then coUognin 

* shalkin' behind the hedges, about dusk, wid red Roddy 

hmcan, that was in twiste ^ for robbery. Troth it's birds of 

^[ieather wid them — ^an' I wouldn't be surjiriaed if we were 

e them both awing from the same rope yet. So there's 

r correcthor of you, you villain," he added, addressing 

jBowan, at whom he felt deeply indignant, in consequence 

his not admitting him to the secret of the communication 

p was about to make. 

Henderson, when left alone with the Prophet, heard the 
Bclosnrea which the latter made to him with less surprise 
interest. He himself remembered the circnmstanoea 
[ectly well, and knew that on the occasion of Condy Dal- 
1 former arrest, appearances had been very strongly 
^nst them. It was then expected that be would have dia- 
i the particular spot in which the body had been con- 
, but as he strenuously peraisted in denying any 
Srrwiedge of it, and aa the body consecLnently could not be 
produced, they were obliged, of necessity, to discharge him, 
but still under strong suspicions of his guilt. 

The interview between Henderson and M'Gowan was a 
long one ; and the disclosures made were considered of too 
lunch importance for the former to act without the co-opera- 
tion and assistance of another magistrate. He accordingly 
desired the Prophet to come to hira on the following day but 
one, when he said he would secure the presence of a Major 
Johnston, who was alao in the commission, and by whose 
old Condy Dalton had been originally arrested on 
icion of the murder. It was recommended that every- 
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thing that had transpired between them should be kflpk. 
strictly secret, lest the murderer, if made acquainted witkj 
the charge which was about to be brought home to liia»j 
should succeed in escaping from justice. Young Dick,vkij 
had been sent for by his father, recommended this, and a I 
those terms they separated. 



CHAPTER XV 

A PLOT AND A PROPHECY 

Our readers cannot forget a short dialogue which 
place between Charley Hanlon and the strange female 
has abeady borne some part in the incidents of our 
It occurred on the morning she had been sent to convey 
handkerchief which Hanlon had promised to Sarah M 
in lieu of the tobacco-box of whic]j^ we have so freqi 
made mention, and which, on that occasion, she expected 
have received from Sarah. After having inquired 
Hanlon why Donnel Dhu was called the Black Prophet, 
asked — 

" But could he have anything to do with the murdher?^ 
To which Hanlon replied that — " he had been thi 
about that, an' had some talk, this mornin', wid a man thatV 
livin' a long time — indeed, that was born — a little above th« 
place, an' he says that the Black Prophet, or M'Gowan, dH 
not come to the neighbourhood till afther the murdher." 

Now this person was no other than red Roddy Duncan, 
whom our friend Jemmy Branigan made such opprobri 
allusion in the character he gave of the Black Prophet 
Dick o' the Grange. This man, who was generally 
by the sobriquet of Red Roddy, had been for some time 1 
ing after the situation of bailiff or driver to Dick o* tU 
Grange ; and as Hanlon was supposed to possess a gooj 
deal of influence with Young Dick, Duncan very propel^ 
thought he could not do better than cultivate his acquail 
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This was the circmnstance which brought them 
her at first, and it was something of a dry, mysterious 
ler which Hsinlon observed in this fellow, when talking 
' the Prophet and his daughter, that caused him to keep 
e intimacy between them. 

iien Donnel Dhu had closed his lengthened conference 
Henderson, he turned his step homewards, and had 
lalf-way through the lawn, when he was met by Red 
f. He had, only a minute or two before, left Young 
with whom he held another short conversation ; and 
t met Roddy, Dick was still standing within about 
idred yards of them, or rather lounging about, crack- 
lis whip with that easy indolence and utter disregard 
erything but his pleasures, which chiefly constituted 
laracter. 

ton't stand to speak to me here," said the Prophet; 
b young scoundrel will see us. Have you tried Hanlon 
md will he do ? — yes or no ? " 

hav'nt tried him, but I'm now on my way to do so." 
Jaution ! " 

Jertainly — I'm no fool, I think. If we can secure 
the business may be managed aisily ; that is, provided 
^0 affairs can come off on the same night." 
laution, I say again." 
'ertainly — I'm no fool, I hope. Pass on." 
B Prophet and he passed each other very slowly during 
Mrief dialogue ; the former, when it was finished, point- 
laturally towards the Grange or Young Dick, as if 
id been merely answering a few questions respecting 
person about the place that the other was going 
3. Having passed the Prophet, he turned to the left, 
back path that led to the garden, where, in fact, 
m was generally to be found, and where, upon this 
ion, he found him. After a good deal of desultory 
Roddy at last inquired if Hanlon thought there existed 
hance of his procuring the post of bailiff, 



166 THE BLACK PBOPHET 

'^ I don't think there is, then, to tell you the trnth|" 
replied Hanlon ; '' oold Jemmy is against you bitterly, u* 
Masther Richard's interest in this business isn't as stroog 
as his." 

''The blackguard ould villain!" exclaimed Boddy; "it 
would be a good job to give him a dog's knock tmt 
night or other." 

" I don't see that either," replied Hanlon ; " ould Jemaj 
does a power of good in his way ; and, indeed, many u 
act of kindness the masther himself gets credit for thit 
ought to go to Jemmy's account." 

" But you can give me a lift in the drivership, Charkr, 
if you like." 

" I'm afeared not, so long as Jemmy's against you." 

" Ay, but couldn't you thry and twist that ould scouncDinl 
himself in my favour ? " 

"Well," replied the other, "there is something in that, 
and whatever I can do with him I will, if you'll thryaa' 
do me a favour." 

" Me ! — name it, man — name it, and it's done, if it 'was 
only to rob the Grange. Ha ! ha ! ha ! An', by the way, 
I dunna what puts robbin' the same Grange into my 
head ! " 

As he spoke, his eye was bent with an expression of 
])eculiar significance on Hanlon. 

" No," replied Hanlon, with indifference, " it is not to 
rob the Grange. I b'lieve you know something about the 
man they call the Black Prophet ? " 

"Donnel Dhu? Why — ahem — a little — not much; no- 
body, indeed, knows or cares much about hiu;. However, 
like most people, he has his friends and his enemies." 

" Don't you remember a murdher that was committed 
here about two-an' -twenty years ago ? " 

" I do." 

" Was that before or afther the Black Prophet came to 
live in this counthry ? " 
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"Afther it — afther it. No, no," he replied, correcting 
^ liiDself ; " I am wrong ; it was before he came here." 

"Then he could have no hand in it? " 

"Him! is it him? Why, what puts sich a thing as 
tbat into your head ? " 

"Faith, to tell you the thruth, E^xidy, his daughter Sarah 

an' myself is beginnin' to look at one another ; an' to tell 

joa the truth again, I'd wish to know more about the samer 

Irophet before I become his son-in-law, as I have some 

^ ' irtion of doin\" 

"I hard, indeed, that you wor pullin' a string wid her, 
aa' now that I think of it, if you give me a lift with ould 
. Jemmy, I'll give you one there. The bailiff's berth is jist 
the thing for me ; not havin' any family of my own, you 
ne I could have no objection to live in the Grange, as 
tbeir bailiff always did; but aren't you afeared to tackle 
Jfonraelf in that divil's clip, Sarah ? " 

"Well, I don't know," replied the other; "I grant it's 
» hazard, by all accounts." 

"An' yet," continued Roddy, "she's a favourite with 
every one ; an' indeed there's not a more generous or kind- 
hearted creature alive this day than she is. I advise you, 
however, not to let her into your saicrets, for if it was the 
knockin' of a man on the head, and that she knew it, and was 
•sked about it, out it would go, rather than she'd tell a lie." 

**They say she's handsomer than Gra Gal Sullivan," said 
Hanlon ; " an' I think myself she is." 

"I don't know — it's a dead tie between them ; however, 
I can give you a lift with her father, but not with herself, 
for somehow she doesn't like a bone in my skin." 

"She and I made a swop," proceeded Hanlon, "some 
time ago, that 'ud take a laugh out o' you : I gave her a 
pocket-handkerchy, and she was to give me an ould tobaccy- 
hox; but she says she can't find it, although I have sent 
for it, an' axed it myself several times. She thinks the 
Btep-mother has thrown it away or hid it somewhere." 
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Koddy looked at him inquiringly: ''A tobaccy-box," k 
exclaimed ; " would you like to get it ? " 

" Why," replied Hanlon, " the poor girl has nothin* dn 
to give, an' I'd like to have somethin' from her, evea ii 
a ring was never to go on us, merely as a keepsake." 

" Well, then," replied Duncan, with something approafik- 
ing to solemnity in his voice, " mark my words : you po- 
mise to give me a lift for the drivership with ould Jmaj 
and the two Dicks ? " 

" I do." 

" Well, then, listen : if you will be at the Grey Stone 
to-morrow night at twelve o'clock — midnight — I'll engage 
that Sarah will give you the box there." 

" Why, in troth, Roddy, to tell you the truth, if she codd 
give it to me at any other time an' place, I'd prefer it 
That Grey Stone is a wild place to be in at midnight." 

''It is a wild place; still it's there, an' nowhere ebe 
that you must get the box. And now that that bargain's 
made, do you think it's thrue that this ould Hendherson "— 
here he looked very cautiously about him — "has as much 
money as they say he has ? " 

'' I b'lieve he's very rich." 

"Is it thrue that he airs the bank notes in the garden 
here, and turns the guineas in the sun, for fraid — for fraid 
— they'd get blue-mowlded ? — is it ? " 

" It may, for all I know ; but it's more than I've seen yet." 

" An' now, between you and me, Charley — whisper — I say, 
isn't it a thousand pities — nobody could hear us, surely ? " 

" Nonsense : who could hear us ? " 

" Well, isn't it a thousand pities, Charley, amc, that 
daicent fellows, like you an' me, should be as we are, an' 
that mad ould villain havin' his house full o' money?— 
eh, now ? " 

" It's a hard case," replied Hanlon, " but still we must 
put up wid our lot. His father, I'm tould, was as poor 
in the beginnin' as either of us," 
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, but it's the son we're spakin' about — the ould 

cal villain that dhrives an' harries the poor! He 

is of money in the house, they say — eh ? " 

il a know myself knows, Roddy; nor — not makin' 

ill answer — divil a hair myself cares, Roddy. Let 

VQ much, or let him have little, that's your share 

e of it." 

jley, they say America's a fine place ; talkin' about 

-wid a little money there, they say a man could do 

rs." 

10 says that ? " 

y, Donnel Dhu, for one ; an' he knows, for he was 

lieve that Donnel was many a place ; over half the 

t all's thrue." 

;h ! the same Donnel's a quare fellow — a deep chap 

be fellow ; hut ! I know more about him than you 

ay, do I." 

y, what do you know ? " 

matther — a thing or two about the same Donnel ; 

the same token, a better fellow never lived — an' 

—you're a strong favourite wid him, that I know, 

WOT talkin' about you. In the mean time, I wish 

less we had a good scud o' cash among us, an' we 

snug in America ! Now, shake hands and good-bye 

irk me, if you dhrame of America an' a long purse 

lese nights, come to me an' I'll riddle your dhramo 

ten looked Hanlon significantly in the face, wrung 

I, and left him to meditate on the purport of their 

,tion. 

atter, as he went out, gazed at him with a good 

lurprise. 

thought he, " you were feelin' my pulse, were you ? 

hink it's hard to guess whereabouts you are ; how- 

1 think of your advice at any rate, an' aee 'wh^a.t 
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good may be in it. But, in the name of all that'a wondwMi | 
how does it come to pass that that red ruffian liaa aiei | 
authority over Sarah M'Q-owan as to make her letch ns i 
the very thing I want ?^that tobacoy-bos — an' at aict > 
place, too, an sich an hour ! An' yet ha says she doee'l 
like a bone in his skin, which I b'lieve ! I'm fairly in lbs 
dark here; however, time will make it all clear, I hop«l 
an' for that wo must wait." 

He then resumed his empbyment. 

Donnel Dhu, who was a man of much energy, and activitj 
whenever hia purposes required it, instead ol turning lu* 
steps homewards, directed them to the house of our iiii 
friend Jerry Sullivan, with whose daughter, the innocMt 
and unsuspecting Mave, it was hia intention to have anothw 
private interview. During the interval that had elapsod 
since his last journey to the house of this virtuous and hos; 
pitable family, the gloom that darkened the face of the coun- 
try had become awful, and such as wofuUy bore out to tlrt 
letter the melancholy truth of his own predictions. Typiiii 
fever had now set in, and was filling the land with fesrfiii 
and unexampled desolation. Famine, in ail cases the soorti 
and origin of contagion, had done, and was still doing, iti 
work. The early potato crop, so far as it had come in, wM i 
pitiable failure— the quantity being small, and the qualit 
watery and bad. The oats, too, and all early grain of tho 
season's growth, were still more deleterious as food, for tha 
had all fermented and become sour, so that the use of then 
and of the bad potatoes, too, was the most certain means i 
propagating the pestilence which was sweeping away tl 
people in such multitudes. Scarcely anything present* 
itself to him, as he went along, that had not some melancho 
association with death or its emblems. To all this, howevt 
he paid little or no attention. When a funeral met him, 
merely turned back three steps in the direction it went, 
was usual ; but unless he happened to know the family i 
which death had selected its victim, he never even t 
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tvooble of inqxiiring who it was they bore to the grave — a 
efreomstance which strongly proved the utter and heartless 
■dMnessof the man's nature. On arriving at Sullivan's, 
luiwever, he could not help feeling startled, hard and with- 
out sympathy as was his heart, at the wild and emaciated 
6?idences of misery and want which a couple of weeks' severe 
snSBring had impressed upon them. The gentle Mave, her- 
8b1^ patient and uncomplaining as she was, had become thin 
ind cheerless ; yet of such a character was the sadness which 
nsted on her, that it only added a mournful and melancholy 
•krm to her beauty — a charm that touched the heart of the 
hholder at once with love and compassion. As yet there had 
hea no sickness among them ; but who could say to-day that 
iaor she might not be stricken down at once before to-morrow. 

"Donnel," said Sullivan, after he had taken a seat, " how 
, JW came to prophesy what would happen, an' what has hap- 
pened, is to me a wondher ; but sure enough, farcer gair^ 
it has all come to pass ! " 

"I can't tell myself," replied the other, "how I do it; all 
I know is, that the words come into my mouth, an' I can't 
halp spakin' them. At any rate, that's not surprisin'. I'm 
the seventh son of the seventh son, af ther seven generations ; 
that is, I'm the seventh son that was in our family ; an' you 
Dwst know that the knowledge increases as they go on. Every 
Wventh son knows more than thim that wint before him till 
it comes to the last, an' he knows more than thim all. There 
^»we six seventh sons before me, so that I'm the last ; for it 
vas never known since the world began that ever more than 
seven afther one another had the gift of prophecy in the 
same family. That's the raison, you see, that I have no sons 
—the knowledge ends wid me." 

"It's very strange," replied Sullivan, "an' not to be ac- 
comited for by any one but God — glory be to His name ! " 

"It is strange — an' when I find that I'm goin' to foretell 
anything that's bad or unlucky, I feel great pain an' unaisi- 

* Bitter misfortune. 
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ness in my mind— but, on the oiher hand, when I 
phesy what's good, I get qnite light-heftrted and aisy- 
all happiness. An' that's the way I fee! now, i 
for the last day or two." 

" I wish to God, Donnel," eaid Mra. Snllivan, " that 
cfluld propheaize something good for us." 

"Or," continued her charitable and benevolent hnsl 
" for the thousands of poor crathura that wants it 
that we do— sure it's thankful to the Almighty we ongl 
be, an' is, T hope — that this woful Bickness haaa't come 
us yet. Even Condy Dalton an' hia family— ay, Gc 
praised for givin' ma the heart to do it— I can forgive 
and them." 

" Don't say them, Jerry, aJiagur," observed lus wife 
never had any bad feelin' against them." 

" Well, well," continuGd the husband, " I can lorgi' 
an' all o' them now^for, Gtod help them, they're in a 
of the most heart- breakin' distitution, Iivin' only 
bits that the poor starvin' neighbours is able to crib 
their own hungry months for them ! " And here 
the tears that did honour not only to him, but to human ma- 
ture and his country ^rolled slowly down hia emaciated 
cheeks, for the deep distress to which the man that he ^• 
lieved to be the murderer of his brother had been broii^ht 

"Indeed, Donnel," said Mrs. Sullivan, "it would be » 
hard an' uncharitable heart that wouldn't relent if it knew 
what they're sufferin'. Young Con ia jiat risin' out of tl* 
faver that was in the family, and it would wring your ' 

A glance at Mave occasioned her to pause. The gentl* 
girl, upon whom the Prophet had kept his eye during the 
whole conversation, had been refiecting, in her wasted bii^ 
lieaufifnl features, both the delicacy and depth of the sjW 
patby that had been expressed for the imhappy Dalton* 
ijometimes she became pale as aahes, and again her coid^ 
pIoKion assumed the subdued hue of the wild rose ; for — a\i^ 
that we must say it — sorrow and siifFering— in other wordfi 
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ttrant, in its almost severest form, had thrown its melancholy 
hue over the richness of her blush — which, on this occasion, 
borrowed a delicate grace from distress itself. Such, indeed, 
"was her beauty, and so gently and serenely did her virtues 
ahine through it, that it mattered not to what condition of 
calamity they were subjected ; in every situation they seemed 
to shed some new and unexpected charm upon the eyes of 
those who looked upon her. The mother, we said, on glanc- 
ing at her, paused — but the chord of love and sorrow had 
Iwn touched, and poor Mave, unable any longer to restrain 
her feelings, burst out into tears, and wept aloud on hearing 
tin name and sufferings of her lover. Her father looked at 
her, and his brow got sad ; but there was no longer the dark- 
BOBs of resentment or indignation there ; so true is it that 
nffering chastens the heart into its noblest affections, and 
purges it of gloomier and grosser passions. 

" Poor Mave,'^ he exclaimed, "when I let the tears down 
far the man that has my brother's blood on his hands, it's no 
vondher that you should cry for him you love so well." 

"Oh, dear father," she exclaimed, throwing herself into 

Us arms, and embracing him tenderly, '^ I feel no misery nor 

■wow now — the words you have spoke have made me happy. 

All these sufferin's will pass away ; for it cannot be but God 

will, sooner or later, reward your piety and goodness. Oh, 

ill could do anything for — for — for any one," and she blushed 

M she spoke : " but I cannot. There is nothing here that I 

Ctt do at home ; but if I could go out an' work by the day, 

I'd do it an' be happy, in ordher to help the — that — family 

that's now brought so low, and that's so much to be pitied ! " 

We have already said that the prophet's eye had been 

W upon her ever since he came into the house, but it was 

with an expression of benignity and affection which, notwith- 

■tuiding the gloomy character of his countenance, no one 

co^ more plausibly or winningly assume. 

Have, in the meantime, could scarcely bear to look upon 
'^jand it was quite clear from her manner that ah^ h».d^ 
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since their last mysterious interview, once more hJiaa. 
into those feelings of strong aversion with which she hi 
garded him at first. M'Qowan saw this, and withoat 
difficulty guessed at the individual who had been instroo 
in producing the change. 

" God pardon an' forgive me," he exclaimed, as if g 
unconscious utterance to his own reflections — "for irf 
had thoughts of about that darlin' an' lovely girl ; but 
I'll make it up to her ; an' indeed, I feel the words c 
goodness that's to befall her breakin' out o' my lips. A o 
dhaSj I had some private discourse wid you when I waa 
last, an' will you let me spake a few words to you by omi 
agin ! " 

" No," she replied, " I'll hear nothing from you — ^I 
like you — I can't like you, an' I'll hold no private difll 
with you." 

" Oh, thin, but that voice is music itself, an' you al 
all accounts, the best of girls ; but sure we have all t 
over a new leaf — poor child. I discovered how I was ^ 
in an' desaved ; but sure I can't ait you — an' a sweet a 
you'd be, a lanna dhas — nor I can't run away wid yoa 
I seen the day that it's not my heart would hinder me 
that same. Oh, my goodness, what a head o' hair I 
talkin' about that — you undherstand — I'd like to have a 
or two wid yourself." 

" Say whatever you have to say before my fathei 

mother, then," she replied ; " I have no " she p 

a moment, and seemed embarrassed. The Prophet^' 
skilfully threw in the allusion to her hair, guessed the ' 
she was on the point of uttering, and availing himself -^ 
difficulty, seemed to act as if she had completed what ah 
about to say. 

"I know, dear," he added, "you have no saicreta 
them — I'm glad to hear it, an' for that raison I'm wiD 
say what I had to say in their presence — so far as 1*101 
sarned, it makes no difference." 
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The allusion to her hair, added to his last observations, 
leminded her that it might be possible he had some message 
from her lover, and she consequently seemed to waver a little, 
Sfl if struggling against her strong instinctive abhorrence of 
UnL 

"Don't be afeared, Mave dear," said her mother, "sure 
per, honest Donnel wishes you well, an' won't prophesize 
«ny hann to you. Qo with him." 

"Do, oc^ora," added the father; "Donnel can have no- 
thing to say to you that can have any harm in it — go for a 
lunute or two, since he wishes it." 

Reluctantly, and with an indomitable feeling against the 
nan, she went out, and both stood under the shelter of a 
little elder hedge that adjoined the house. 

"Now, tell me," she asked quickly, " what is it you have 
toBaytome?" 

"I gave young Condy Dal ton the purty ringlet of hair you 
mthim." 

"What did he say? " she inquired. 

"Not much," he replied, " till I tould him it was the last 
token that ever you could send him afther what your father 
•id to you." 

"Well?" 

"Why, he cursed your father, an' said he desarved to get 
Usneck broke." 

"I don't believe that," she replied ; '' I know he never said 
tbem words, or anything like them. Don't mislead me, but 
Wl me what he did say." 
"Ah! poor Mave," he replied, " you little know what hot 

1^ runs in the Daltons' veins. He said very little that 

^M creditable to himself — an' indeed I won't repate it — but 

it WM enough to make any girl of spirit have done wid him." 
"An' don't you know," she replied mournfully, "that I 

'^ve done with him, an' that there never can be anything 

^^ Borrow and good-will between us? Wasn't that my 

^"'^^Bage to him by yourself ? " 
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•* It was, dear, an' I hope you're still of the same mind." 

" I am," she said ; " but you are not tellin' me the trat 
about him. He never spoke disrespectfully of my father 
me." 

" No, indeed, asthorej he did not then — oh, the sorra 
lable — oh, no ; if I said so, don't believe me." And yet 
very words he uttered, in consequence of the meaning w! 
they received from his manner, made an impression di 
the reverse of their natural import. 

"Well, then," she said, "that's all you have to say 
me ? " 

" No," he replied, "it is not : I want to know from 
when you'll be goin' to your imcle's at Mull^ghmore." 

"To-morrow," replied the artless and unsuspicious 
without a moment's hesitation. 

" Well, then," said he, "you pass the Grey Stone, at 
foot of Mallybenagh — of coorse, I know you must. Now, 
dear Mave, I want to show you that I have some 
into futurity. What hour will you pass it at ? " 

" About three o'clock, as near as I think — it may to 
little more or a little less." 

" Very well, acushla ; when you pass the Grey Stone, a 
a few hundred yards on the right-hand side, the first pei 
you meet will be a young man, well-made and very 
some. That young man will be the person, whoever he 
— an' I don't know myself — that will bring you love, 
wealth, and happiness, an' all that a woman can wish to 
with a man. Now, dear, if this doesn't happen, never b'lieij 
anything I say again ; but if this does happen, I hope yoa1| 
have good sense, acushla macliree^ to be guided by one that| 
your true friend — an' that's myself. The first person jl| 
meet, af ther passin' the Grey Stone, on your right-hand sidl 
— remember the words. I know there's great luck an' hifj 
fortune before you; for, indeed, your beauty an' goodnei 
well desarves it, and they'll get both." 

They then returned into the house, Mave somewhat 
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prised, but no way relieved, whilst the Prophet seemed rather 
in hetter spirits by the interview. 

"Now, Jerry Sullivan," said he, "an' you, Bridget, his 
wiiB, lend yoor ears an' listen. The heart of the Prophet is 
inll of good to you and yours, and the good must come to his 
fipa, and flow from them when it comes. There are three 
liooks known to the wise, the Book of Marriage, the Book of 
Death, and the Book of Judgment. Open a leaf, says the 
Angel of Marriage — the Garden Angel of Jericho — where he 
Ungs all love, happiness, and peace to ; open a leaf, says the 
Aogel of Marriage — him that has one head and ten horns — 
ind read us a page of futurity from the Prophecy of St. Neb- 
bfchodanazor the divine. The child is a f aymale child, says 
fli6 angel with one head and ten horns, by name Mabel Sul- 
finn, daughter to honest Jerry Sullivan an' his daicent wife 
Bridget, of Aughnamurrin. Amin, says the Prophet. Time 
11 not tide, nor is tide time ; an' neither will wait for man. 
Three things will happen. A girl, young and handsome, 
trill walk forth upon the highway, and there she will meet a 
Jtmng man, young an' handsome, too, who will rise her to 
vetlth, happiness, and grandeur. So be it, says the Book 
d Marriage, an' amin, agin, says the Prophet. Open a new 
haf, says Nebbychodanazor the divine — a new leaf in the 
Book of Judgment, and another in the Book of Death. A 
mn was killed, an' his body hid, an' a man lived with his 
Uood upon him. Pate is fate, an' justice is near. For years 
lie will keep the murdher to himself, till a man's to come that 
will faring him to judgment. Then will judgment be passed, 
and the Book of Death will be opened. Eead, says the Pro- 
phet—it is done at last — Judgment is passed, and Death 
follows — the innocent is set free, and the murdherer that 
coosaled the murdher so long swings at last ; and all these 
tilings is to be found by the Wise in the Books of Marriage, 
BeaUi, and Judgment." He then added, as he had done at 
jhe conclusion of his former prophecy, — 

''Be kind and indulgent to your daughter, for she'll aooiv 
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make all yottr fortones ; an' take care of her and 
till I see yez again.'' 

Aa before, he gave them no further opportanity of asfciig 
for explanations, bat immediately departed ; and as if he had 
been moved by some new impulse or after-thought, he direc- 
ted his steps once more to tie Grange, where he saw yooag 
Henderson, with whom he had another private interview, nf 
the purport of which our readers may probably form a toler- 
ably accurate conjecture. 

CHAPTER XVI 

MYSTEEIOUS DISAPPEAHANOE OF THE TOBACCO-BOX I 

M'Gowan's mind, at this period of oor narrative, was bnsUj 
engaged in arranging his plans — for we need scarcely >Ai 
here, that, whether founded in justice or not, he had mois 
than one ripening. Still there preyed upon him a csrUin 
secret anxiety, from which, by no effort, could he succeed in 
ridding himself. The disappearance of the tobacco-boK kept 
him so ill at ease and unhappy, that he resolved, on his w»y 
home, to make a last effort at finding it out, if it conld bs 
done ; and many a time did he heartily curse his own stu- 
pidity for ever having suffered it to remain in his house ot 
about it, especially when it was so easy to destroy it. His 
suspicions respecting it most certainly rested upon Nelly, 
whom he now began to regard with a feeling of both hatrei 
and alarm. Sarah, ha knew, had little sympathy with kin; 
but then he also knew that there existed leas in common be- 
tween her and Nelly. He thought, therefore, that his wisest 
plan would be to widen the breach of ill-feeling betwetti 
them more and more, and thus to secure himself, if possiW^i 
of Sarah's co-operation and confidence, if not from affection"'' 
good-feeling towards himself, at least from ill-will towards 
her step-mother. For this reason, therefore, as well as for 
others of equal, if not of more importance, he came to the dfl" 
termination of btldng, to a certain ext«nt, Simih into b^ 



ICYSTEBIOUS BISAPPKABANCE OF THE TOBACCO-BOX 179 

xmfideneei and thus making not only her quickness and ac- 
tivityy bat lier impetuosity and resentments, useful to his 
dengns. It was pretty late that night when he reached 
kmie ; and as he had devoted the only portion of time that 
nmained between his arrival and bed-time to a description 
of the unsettled state of the country, occasioned by what 
were properly called the Famine Outrages, that were then 
be^nning to take place, he made no allusion to anything 
eonnected with his projects to either Nelly or his daughter, 
tlie latter of whom, by the way, had been out during the 
greater part of the evening. The next morning, however, 
k asked her to take a short stroll with him along the river, 
iriuch she did ; and both returned after having had at least 
•1 hour's conversation — Sarah, with a flushed cheek and in- 
dignant eye, and her father with his brow darkened, and his 
we quivering from suppressed resentment ; so that, so far 
U oliservation went, their interview and communication had 
not been very agreeable on either side. After breakfast, 
Buah put on her cloak and bonnet, and was about to go out 
when her father said, — 
"Pray, ma'am, where are your goin' now? " 
"It doesn't signify," she replied; "but at all evints you 
Medn't ax me, for I won't tell you." 

"What kind of an answer is that to give me? Do you 
facget that I am your father ? " 
"I wish I could, for indeed I'm sorry you are." 
"Oh, you know," observed Nelly, " she was always a duti- 
W girl — always a quiet, good crathur. Why, you onbid- 
4iUe Bthrap, what kind of an answer is that to give to your 
father?" 

Ever since their stroll that morning, Sarah's eyes had been 
*wiied from time to time upon her stepmother with flash 
ifter flash of burning indignation, and now that she addres- 
*i her, she said, — 

"Woman, you don't know how I scorn you! Oh, you 
"*n8 an' wicked wretch, had you no pride dvxtiD) «5i ^^^oi 
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life ! It*8 but a short time you an' I will be nndher the tsoA 
roof together — an' so far as I am consamed, 111 not stoop 
oven to bandy abuse or ill-tongue with you again. I knov 
only one other person that is worse an' meaner still than yoi 
are — an' there, I am sorry to say, he stands, in the shape A 
my father." 

She walked out of the cabin with a flushed cheek, and i 
step that was full of disdain and a kind of natural pride that 
might almost be termed dignity. Both felt rebuked ; aid 
Nelly, whose face got blanched and pale at Sarah's wais, 
now turned upon the Prophet with a scowl. 

" Would it be possible," said she, " that you'd dare to kt 
out anything to that madcap ? " 

^^Now," said he, '' that the coast is clear, I desire you to 
answer me a question that I'll put to you — an' mark Dj 
words — by all that's above us, an' undher us, an' about us, if 
you don't spake thruth, I'll be apt to make short work of ii" 

" What is it ? " she inquired, looking at him with cool and 
collected resentment, and an eye that was perfectly fearlesa 

"There was a tobaccy-box about this house, or in this 
house ; do you know anything about it ? " 

"A tobaccy-box — is it?" 

" Ay, a tobaccy-box." 

"Well, an' what about it? What do you want wid it? 
An ould rusty tobaccy-box ; muska, is that what's throublin* 
you this mornin' ? " 

" Come," said he, darkening, " I'll have no humbuggin'— 
answer me at wanst. Do you know anything about it ? " 

"Is it about your ould rusty tobaccy-box ? Arrah, what 
'ud I know about it ? What the sorra would a man like you 
do wid a tobaccy-box that doesn't ever smoke ? Is it mad or 
ravin' you are? Somehow I think the stroll you had wid 
that vagabond gipsy of a daughter of yours hasn't put you 
into the best of temper, nor her either. I hope you didn't 
uct the villain on me ; for she looks at me as if she could ait 
iiio widout salt. But, indeed, she's takin' on her own hand 
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inely of late ; she's gettin' too proud to answer me now wlien 
I ax her a question." 
" Well, why don't you ax her as you ought ? " 
"She was out all yestherday evenin', and when I said, 
'You idle sthrap, where wor you ? ' she wouldn't even think 
worth her while to give me an answer, the vagabone." 

" Do you give me one in the mane time. What about the 
b»z I want ? Spake truth, if your regard your health." 

"I know nothing about your box, an' I wish, I could say 
18 much of yourself. However, I won't long throuble you, 
that I can tell you — ay, an' her too. She needn't fear that 
m he long undher the same roof wid her. I know, any way, 
I wouldn't be safe ; she'd only stick me in one of her fits 
now that's she's able to fight me." 

"Now, Nelly," said the Prophet, deliberately shutting the 
door, " I know you to be a hardened woman, that has little 
leir in your heart. I think you know me, too, to be a 
hidened and determined man. There, now, I have shut an 
nolted the door, an' by Him that made me, you'll never lave 
this house, nor go out of that door a livin' woman, unless you 
I tell me all you know about that tobaccy-box. Now, you 
fa»w my mind an' my coorse — act as you like now." 

"Ha, ha, ha ! Do you think to frighten me ? " she asked, 
laughing derisively. "Me! — oh, how much you're mis- 
Wwn, if you think so ! Not that I don't b'lieve you to be 
dangerous, an' a man that one ought to fear, but I have no 
W of you." 

"Answer me quickly," he replied; and, as he spoke, he 
*aed the very same knife from which she had so narrowly 
•reaped in her conflict with Sarah, " answer me, I say ; an' 
>Mtfk,I have no raison to wish you alive." 

And as he spoke, the glare in his eye flashed and became 
fcariiil. 

"Ay," said she, "there's you're daughter's look, an' the 
■wne knife, too, that was near doin' for me wanst. Well, 
^'t think that it's fear makes me say what I'm goin' to 
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say ; but that's the same knife ; an' besides I dhramed last 
night that I was dressed in a black cloak — an' a black cIoak| 
they say, is death ! Ay, death ! — an' I know I'm not fit to 
die, or to meet judgment, an' you know that, too. Now) 
then, tell me what it is you want wid that box." 

" No," he replied sternly and imperatively, " I'll tell y« .; 
nothin' about it ; but get it at wanst, before my passion riflfll'j 
higher an' deadlier." J 

" Well, then, mark me, I'm not afraid of you — but I haw j 
the box." 

"An' how did you come by it?" he asked. 

" Sarah was lookin' for a cobweb to stop the blood whfflij 
she cut me in our fight the other day, an' it came tumblio^^ 
out of a cranny in the wall." 

" An' where is it now ? " 

" I'll get it for you," she replied ; " but you must let 
out first." 

" Why so ? " 

"Because it's not in the house." j 

"An' where is it? Don't think you'll escape me." j 

" It's in the thatch of the roof." '] 

The Prophet deliberately opened the door, and catchiBl 
her by the shoulder, held her a prisoner, as it were, until sha 
should make her words good. The roof was but low, and sha 
knew the spot too well to make any mistake about it. 

" Here," said she, " is the cross I scraped on the ston* 
undher the place." 

She put up her hand as she spoke, and searched the sp* 
— but in vain. There certainly was the cross as she h>4 
marked it, and there was the slight excavation under tl* 
thatch where it had been ; but as for the box itself, all searci 
for it was fruitless — it had disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

NATIONAL CALAMITY— SARAH IN LOVE AND SORROW 

Tm astonishment of the Prophet's wife on discovering that 
the tohacco-box had been removed from the place of its con- 
ceihnent was too natural to excite any suspicion of deceit or 
ittaehood on her part, and ha himself, although his disap- 
pointment was dreadful on finding that it had disappeared, 
ttonoe perceived that she had been perfectly ignorant of its 
nmoval. With his usual distrust and want of confidence, 
kwever, he resolved to test her truth a little further, lest by 
my possibility she might have deceived him. 

"Now, Nelly," said he sternly, "mark me; — is this the 
wiy you produce the box ? You acknowledge that you had 
it-that you hid it even — an' now when I tell you I want it, 
an' that it may be a matther of life an' death to me — you 
portend it's gone, an' that you know nothin' about it — now, 
I flay agin, mark me well — produce the box ! " 

''Here," she replied, chafed and indignant, as well at its 
diaappearance as at the obstinacy of his suspicions — " here's 
JDiy throat— dash your knife into it, if you like — but as for 
4b box, I tell you, that although I did put it in there, you 
fa»w as much about it now as I do." 

"Well," said he, "for wanst I believe you — but mark me 
■ffl— this box must be gotten, an' it's to you I'll look for it. 
'fcat'g all — you know me." 

"Ay," she replied, " I know you." 

" Eh — what do you mane by that ? " he asked — " what do 
yoaknow ? come now ; come, I say, what do you know ? " 

"That you're a hardened an' a bad man ; — oh, you needn't 
"fandish your knife — nor your eyes needn't blaze up that 
^y) like your daughther's," she added — " except that you're 
*^ an' dark, an' widout one spark o'Jcommon feelin', I know 
^^othin' particularly wicked about you — but, at the same 
"^»I suspect enough." 

" What do you suspect, you hardened vagabond ? " 
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" It doesn't matther what I suspect," she answered ; " only 
I think you'd have a bad heart for anything — so go about 
your business, for I want to have nothin' more either to do 
or say to you — an' I wish to glory I had been always of that 
way o' thinkin', a chiernah ! — many a scalded heart I'd a 
missed that I got by you." 

She then walked into the cabin, and the Prophet slowly 
followed her with his fixed, doubtful, and suspicious eye, 
after which he fiung the knife on the threshold, and took his 
way, in a dark and disappointed mood, to Glendhu. 

It is impossible for us here to detail the subject-matter 
of his reflections, or to intimate to our readers how far Kb 
determination to bring Condy Dalton to justice originated in 
repentance for having concealed his knowledge of the murder, 
or in some other less justifiable state of feeling. At this 
moment, indeed, the family of the Daltons were in anything 
but a position to bear the heavy and terrible blow which WM 
about to fall upon them. Our readers cannot forget the 
pitiable state in which we left them, during that distressing 
crisis of misery when the strange woman arrived with the 
oatmeal, which the kind-hearted Mave Sullivan had so 
generously sent them. On that melancholy occasion her 
lover complained of feeling ill, and, unfortunately, the symp- 
toms were, in this instance, too significant of the malady 
which followed them. Indeed, it would be an infliction of 
unnecessary pain to detail here the sufferings which this un- 
happy family had individually and collectively borne. Young 
Condy, after a fortnight's prostration from typhus fever, was 
again upon his legs, tottering about, as his father had been, 
iu a state of such helplessness between want of food on the 
cue hand, and illness on the other, as it is distressing even 
to contemplate. If, however, the abstract consideration of 
it, even at a distance, be a matter of such painful retrospect 
to the mind, what must not the actual endurance of that and 
worse have been to the thousands upon thousands of families 
w ho were obliged, by God's mysterious dispensation, to en- 
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eoimter these calamities in all their almost incredible and 
liideoas reality. 

At this precise period, the state of the country was fright- 
ful beyond belief ; for it is well known that the mortality of 
the season we are describing was considerably greater than 
that which even cholera occasioned in its worst and most 
malignant ravages. Indeed, the latter was not attended by 
neh a tedious and lingering train of miseries as that which, 
in so many wofol shapes, surrounded typhus fever. The 
appearance of cholera was sudden, and its operations quick, 
tnd although, on that account, it was looked upon with ten- 
iold terror, yet for this very reason the consequences which it 
ppodiiced were by no means so full of affliction and distress, 
nor presented such strong and pitiable claims on human aid 
J nd sympathy as did those of typhus. In the one case, the 
Tietim was cut down by a sudden stroke, which occasioned a 
■bock or moral paralysis both to himself and the survivors— 
e^eciaUy to the latter — that might be almost said to neutral- 
in its own inflictions. In the other, the approach was com- 
pnatively so slow and gradual, that all the sympathies and 
afflictions were allowed full and painful time to reach the 
ntiQost limits of human suffering, and to endure the wasting 
[ •tties of these struggles and details which long illness, sur- 
nooded by destitution and affliction, never fails to inflict. 
h the cholera, there was no time left to feel — the passions 
Wb wrenched and stunned by the blow, which was over, 
we may say, before it could be perceived ; whilst, in the 
wide-spread but more tedious desolation of typhus, the heart 
VM left to brood over the thousand phases of love and misery 
which the terrible realities of the one, joined to the alarming 
^xagg;erations of the other, never failed to present. In cholera, 
a few hours, and all was over ; — but in the awful fever which 
tten prevailed, there was the gradual approach — the pro- 
tected illness — the long nights of racking pain — day after 
day of raging torture — and that dark period of uncertainty 
when the balance of human life hangs in the terrible equilib- 
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rium of suspense — all reqniring the exhibition of constant 
at.teQtioc— of the eye whose affectioa never sleeps — tba ear i 
that is deaf only to every sound but the moan of pain— the ■ 
biTich whose tenderness is felt as a solace, so long aa suffw^ ■ 
ing itself is conscious— the pressure of the aching head— tlis 
moistening of the parched and burning lips — and the nnraertnia ] 
and indescribable offices of love and devotedness, which al- i* 
ways encompass, or should encompass, the bed of sicknes 
and of death. There was, we say, all this, and much mow J 
than the imagination itself, unaided by a severe acquaintaaoa | 
with the truth, could embody in its gloomiest conceptioaa. 

In fact, Ireland, during the season, or rather tlie year we 
are describing, might be compared to one vast lazar-bonse ; 
filled with famine, disease, and death. The very skias of 
heaven wei-e hung with the black drapery of the grave, kt i 
never since, nor within the memory of man before it, did tie 
clouds present shapes of such gloomy and funereal import. 
Hearsea, coffins, long funeral processions, and all the dark 
emblems of mortality were reflected, as it were, on the aky, 
from the terrible works of pestilence and famine which were 
going forward on the earth beneath it. To all this ttie 
thunder was constantly adding its angry peals, and ths 
lightning flashing, as if uttering the indignation of heaven 
against our devoted people ; and what rendered such fearful 
manifestations ominous and alarming to the snperstitioM 
was the fact of their occurrence in the evening and at night 
— circumstances which are always looked upon with unusual 
terror and dismay. 

To any person passing through the country such a com- 
bination of startling and awful appearances was presented 
as has probably never been witnessed since. Glo where yon 
might, every object reminded you of the fearful desolation 
that was progressing around yon. The features of the people 
were gaunt, their eyes wild and hollow, and their gait feeble 
and tottering. Pass through the fields, and you ■ 
by little groups bearing home on their shoulders, and t| 
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iifficulty, a coffin, or porliaps two of them. Tho roads 
nterally black with funerals ; and, aa you passed along 
marish to pariah, the death-bella were pealing forth, 
t but dismal tones, the gloomy triumph which peati- 
iras achieving oper the face of our devoted conntry — a 
J that each successive day filled with darker deaola- 
ud deeper mourning. 

f was this all. The people had an alarmed aad unsettled 

^ and whether you met them as individuals or crowds, 

aemed, when closely observed, to labour under some 

k and insatiable want that rendered them almost reck' 

I The number of those who were reduced to mendicancy 

■■credible, and if it had not been for the extraordinary 

■iparelleled exertions of the clergy of all creeds, medical 

i local committees, thousands iipon thousands would 

perished of disease or hunger on the very highways. 

ft indeed, did so perish ; and it was no unusual sight to 

B father and mother, accompanied by their children, 

b they knew not whither, and to witness one or other 

D lying down on the roadside ; and well were they off 

poold succeed in obtaining a aheaf of straw on which, 

ixuiy, to lay down their aching head, that was never 

Bfa) rise from it, until borne, in a parish shell, to a 

rr and hasty grave. 

porary sheds were also erected on the roadsides, or 
Jtbem, containing fever-stricken patients, who had no 
■bcKne ; and when they were released at last from their 
t, nothing was more common than to place the cofiin 
p roadside also, with a plate on the lid of it, in order to 
1^ from those who passed, such aid as they could afford 
it or starving survivors. 

indeed, was the trying and melancholy period in I 

B all the lingering traces of self-respect — all recollection 

r independence — all sense of modesty was cast to the 

Dnder the terrible pressure of the complex destitution 

I prevailed, everything like shame was forgotten, and 
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it was well known that wliole families, who had hitherW 
been respectable and independent, were precipitated, almost 
at once, into all the common cant of importunity and clamour 
during tbia frightful struggle between life and death. Of 
the tmth of tbia, the scenes which took place at the paUie 
soup shops, and other appointed places of relief, afforcW 
melancholy proof. Here were wild crowds, ragged, aicUy, 
and wasted away to akin and bone, struggling tor the dole 
o£ charity like so many hungry vultures about the reransnt 
of some carcase which they were tearing, amid noise, BM 
BCreams, and strife, into very ahreda ; for, as we have eaioi 
all sense of becoming restraint or shame was now abandoneij 
and the timid girl, or modest mother of a family, or deMOt 
fanner, goaded by the same wild and tyrannical cravinft 
urged their claims with as much turbulent solicitation 
outcry as if they had been trained since their very iniaiB)' 
to all the forms of impudent cant and imposture. 

This, our readers will admit, was a most deplorable Stat* 
of things ; but, unfortunately, we cannot limit the truth a 
our descriptions to the scenes we have just attempted 
pourtray. The misery which prevailed, as it had more thwi 
one source, so had it more than one aspect. There were, in 
the first place, studded over the country, a vast numbw ot 
strong farmers, with bursting granaries and immense hag- 
gards, who, without coming under the odious denominataoa 
of misers or mealmongers, are in the habit of keeping oil 
their provisions in large quantities, because they can afford 
to do 80, until a year ot scarcity arrives, when they dr**" 
upon their stock precisely when famine and prices are botli 
at the highest. In addition to these there was another fltill 
viler class ; we mean the hard-hearted and well-known 
misers— men who at every time, and in every season, ptrf 
upon the distress and destitution of the poor, and who cm 
never look upon a promising spring or an abundant harvesl 
without an inward sense of ingratitude against God " ~* 
I of di-ought, or a faili] 
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s with a thankful feeling of devotion for the opproach- 
lalamity. 

Iring such periods, and under such circiimstanceg, theso 

I— including those of both classes— and the famished 

1 general, live and act under antagonist principles. 

er, they say, will break through stone walls ; tmd whea 

3ct that, in addition to this irresistible stimulus, we 

■add a spirit of strong prejudice and resentment against 

8 persons, it is not surprising that the starving 

is should, in the ravening madness of famine, follow 

is ontrageous impulses, and forget those legal restraints, 

J principles, that protect property under ordinary or 

mt circumstances. It was just at this precise period, 

bore, that the people, impelled by hunger and general 

, began to bnrst out into that excited stupefaction 

is, we believe, pecnliar to famine riots. And what 

red them still more exasperated than they probably 

i have been was, the long linea of provision carta which 

(T intermingled with the funerals on the public thorough- 

k whilst on their way to the neighbouring harbours for 

tation, Sach, indeed, was the extraordinary fact ! 

iftfter day vessels laden with Irish provisions, drawn 

la population perishing with actual hunger, as well as 

I the pestilence which it occasioned, were passing out of 

J, whilst, singular as it may seem, other vessels came 

ighled with our own provisions, sent back, through the 

y of England, to our relief. 

P.ia not oar business, any more than it is our inclination, 

1 here upon the state of those sumptuary enactments 

I reflected sach honour upon the legislative jvisdom 

I permitted our country to arrive at the lamentable con- 

1 we have attempted to describe. We merely mention 

tcte, and leave to those who possess position and ability 

I of giving to this extraordinary stats of things a 

> feffectnal attention. Without the least disposition, 

:, to defend or justify any violation of the l&wsi •«& 
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may be permitted to observe that the very witnessing of ■ 
facts as these by destitute and starving multitudes, ? 
itself such a temptation to break iu upon the provisions I 
transmitted as it was scarcely within the Btrength of i 
furious with famine, to resist. Be this as it may, hoM 
it is our duty, as a faithful historian, to state that K 
present period of our narrative the famine riots had | 
to asHiune something of an alarming aspect, 
had been attacked and pillaged, some strong farmen 
been visited, and two or three misers were obliged to li 
benevolent with rather a bad grace. At the head of'J 
parties were two persona mentioned in these pages — 
Thomas Dalton and Red Soddy Duncan, together 
several others of various estimation and character, i 
them, as might be naturally expected, the most dar 
turbulent spii-ita in the neighbourhood. 

Such, then, was the miserable state of things i 
country at that imrticular period. The dreadful typhid 
now abroad in all its deadly power, accompanied, c 
occasion, as it always is among the Irish, by a panic, wM 
invested it with tenfold terrors. The moment fever WM 
ascertaiued, or even supposed, to visit a family, that moment 
the infected persons were avoided by their neighbours anJ 
friends as if they carried death, as they often did, about 
them, 80 that its presence occasioned all the nsual intw- 
changes of civility and good-neighbourhood to be discon- 
tinued. Nor should this excite our wonder, inasmuch aa tiiia 
terrific scourge, though unquestionably an epidemic, was a!*> 
ascertained to be dangerously and fatally contagious. None, 
then, but persons of extraordinary moral strength, or posses- 
sing powerful impressions of religions duty, had courage W 
enter the houses of the sick or dead for the purpose of ren- 
dering to the afflicted those offices of humanity which thedi" 
circumstances required, if we except only their nearest 
relatives, or those who lived ia the same family. 

Having thus endeavoured to give what we feel to be"! 



VATUnrAI. CAUUOTT ISl 

faiDJt pietore of the state of tlie kiDgfLm a.* ^apjst ra iritis 
xnemorable jeaTy we beg oor raadas ^ mteamfmmj vs coce 

SUn^ to the i'stihin of OOT IDOLvly Sin niMa^GOff JjiSUlJ. to? 

Black Prophet. 

Bvening was now toleiahlT fur adraDced: Dassd Dbi 

flat gloomily, as usual, Inolriiig into the lire, wnlt sao agree- 
able aspect; whilst on the opposte eode sat XsZEj. as sElect 
and nearly as gloomj-loQkiiig as hhawptf, E^vey npw asd 
then his black piercing eye would ssraj crer Tr> iaer. as if is 
a state of abstraction, and again with ^Iia? iszaer^nahiKd 
kind <rf significance which made it doobEfnl whe^iner xbtt scb- 
ject matter of his cogitatioos was eomected wiTh her a? all 
or not. In this poration were they placed wives: Sarah en- 
tered the cabin, and throwing aside her ckok, sealed bene!! 
in front of the fire, something aboat iialf-way between each. 
She also appeared moody; and if one OGold jiad^ by her 
countenance, felt eqnally di^nsed to mehusrrbrj^y cr ill- 
temper. 

^^Well, madam,'' said her father, **! Ik^pe h's nocffienoe 
to'^ask yon where yon have been sportin' T^arseif simw? 
I suppose you went to see Charley Hankn: cr, what is 
betther, his masther, Toong I>ick o* the Grange ^ '^ 

^^No," she relied, ''I did not. Charfey Hankm ! Oh, 
no!" 

"Well, his masther?'' 

"Don't vex me — don't vex me,"^ she replied, abruptly; 
" I don't wish to fight about nothin', or about trifles, or to 
give bad answers; but still, don't vex me. I say/' 

''There's somethin' in the wind now,*^ observed Nelly; 
" she's gettin' fast into one of her tantrums. I know it by 
her eyes ; she'd as soon whale me now as cr%' : and she'd jist 
as soon cry as whale me. Oh ! my lady, I kixow you. li^re, 
at any rate, will you have your supper 'f '' 

The resentment which had been gathering at Kelly's c/fAmh 
observations, disappeared the moment the question as Uf 
supper had been put to her. 
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" Oh ! why don't you," she said—" an' why didn't yon 
A* WHYS spake to me in a kind voice ? " 

" But alx>ut Young Dick," said the suspicious Fxophet; 
■■ ^iivi von 8ee him since ? " 

*" No/* she replied, calmly and thoughtfully ; but, as it 
KVAiohing, b}' reflection, the base import of the queiy, sbe 
iv^'Uiv). in a loud and piercing voice, rendered at oHoe foU 
cfciui k»HM\ by indignation — " No ! I say ; an' don't dare to 
^u^^HvT i«o of goiu* to Dick o' the Grange, or anysichpro- 

" HuUo! there's a breeze!" After a pause: "You wont 
Uiio U8, .1 hojxv Then, madam, where were you ? " 

ShvTi as was the period that had passed since her rep^ 
iiiul iho putting of his last question, she had relapsed or 
(.i^.lou into a mood of such complete abstraction, that ska 
IamivI him not. With her naturally beautiful and tapv 
luwA uiuior her still more finely chiselled chin, she aii 
lA»Xiii^» in apparent sorrow and perplexity, into the fiw^ 
Mid, whilst so engaged, she sighed deeply two or thna 

I Linos. 

•• NoYor mind her, man," said Nelly; "let her alone, an* 
,U»ii'i draw an ould house on our heads. She has had a fight 
xwih l-harley Hanlon, I suppose; maybe he has refused to 
■..'..uiy her, if he ever had any notion of it — which I don't 
> hiuk he had." 
^KU'cih rose up, and approaching her, said — 
• What is that you wor sajdn'? — Charley Hanlon! — never 
L. iiuvv hiui an' me together from this minute out. I like him 
^^v^lt ouough as an acquaintance, but never name us together 
^ . .w i^tJt hearts — mark my words now. I would go any length 
. ..UNO Charley Hanlon, but I care nothin' for him beyond 
..t .lOxiuiiiuiauce, although I did like him a little, or I thought 

»\mi' (''harley!" exclaimed Nelly, "he'll break Ms 

,^, ki I Arrnhf whatll he do for a piece o' black crape to go 

^?_eh?--ha! ha! ha!" 
■•.\) 
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BP^If you had made iiae of them words to ma only yester- 
aAy," she replied, "I'd pay you on the spot; but now, 
yon unfortunate woman, you're below my anger, Say what 
you will, or what you wish, another quarrel with you I will 
never have." 

""What does she mane?" said the other, looking fiercely 
&t the Prophet — " I ax yon, you traitor, what she manea ? " 

"Ay, an' you'll ax me till you're hoarse, before you get 



" You're a dark an' deep villain," she uttered, whilst her 
face became crimson with rage, and the veins of ber neclc 
and temples swelled out as if they would burst ; " however, 
I tould yoa what your fate would be, an' that Providence 
would be on your bloody trail. Ay, did I, and you'll find it 
true soon." 

The Prophet rose and rushed at her ; but Sarah, with the 
quickness of lightning, flew between them, 

"Don't be so mane?" she said — "don't now, father; if 
you rise your hand to her I'll never sleep a night undher 
the roof. Why don't you separate yourself from her? Oh, 
no, the man that would rise his hand to sich a woman — to a 
woman that must have the conscience she has- — especially 
when he could put the salt seas between himself an' her— is 
worse an' meaner than she is. As for me, I'm lavin' this 
house in a day or two, for my mind's made up that the same 
roof won't cover us." 

"Thedivil go wid you an' sixpence, then," replied Nelly, 
disdainfully — "an' then you'll want neither money nor com- 
pany ; but, before you go, I'd thank you to tell me what has 
become o' the ould tobaccy-bnx that you pulled out o' the 
wall the other day. I know you were lookin' for it, an' I'm 
sure you got it — there was no one else to take it: so, befoi'O 
you go, tell me- — unless you wish to get a. knife put into me 
by that dark-lookiu' ould father of yours." 

I know nothing about your ould box, but I wish I did.'' 
That's a lie, you sthrap ; you know riglifc well whoi-o it ie." 
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'' No/* replied her father, '' she does not, when ahe nyi 
she doesn't. Did you ever know her to tell a lie ? " 
•• Ay-did I, fifty." 

The Prophet rushed at her again, and again did Sazik m* 
rerpcse. 

•■ You vile ould tarmagint," he exclaimed, " you're stita* 
wbar you feel to be false when you say so ; right well jti 
kTiow that neither you nor I, nor any one else, ever heard i 
Le from her lips, an' yet you have the brass to say totk 
.v!::rairv." 

"Father/* said Sarah, "there's but the one coorse for jtn 
dks frr ce, my mind's made up — in this house I don't stay, if 
<ie a .>es. 

" I: youM think of what I spoke to you about," he replied, 

•' aH \k"\'*uM soon be right wid us ; but then you're so im- 

■^i^ccable, an' frdl of foolish notions, that it's hard for me to 

kv. ;\v what to do, especially as I wish to do all for the bent." 

•■ Well." rejoined Sarah, " I'll spake to you again about 

: ;r rh*5 time I'm disturbed and unaisy in my mind— Rn 

A" r.Avvv— unhappy — an' I hardly know on what hand to 

r- I v.: afoard I was bom for a hard fate, an' that tie 

•i\ .•: v.iy dvm isn't far from me. All, father, is dark 

\' -v "•5'^ --ovor\'thing — my heart is, indeed, low an' full d 

A\\ ^^Muetimes I could a'most tear any one that 'nd 

Anyway, I'm unhappy." 

Vx >>o i;::en\l the last words, her father, considerably 

; s«.v. *: :ho melancholy tenor of her language, looked at 

, .: ■ • ivr^vived that, whilst she spoke, her large black 

. ^ ,, ... V ^■■.•.* ' v>f distress, and swam in tears. 

\-.- Ix^ A fvvl Sarah," said he; "it's not a thrifle 

.t vo :iv.v one cry in sich a world as this. If Charley 

\.*u has quarrelled, it was only the case vitk 

V. X ^ '.v.*ro voii. If he won't marry you, maybe as 

V. ".vr will; for sure, as the ould proverb says, 

X .- V ^« jvv\l ^^ i^ ^^® ^y *^ ^^^^ ^^^ catched. In the 
^^. H^ oi what I said to you, an' all will be right." 
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1 looked not at fiim ; bttt whilBt he spoke, she hastily 

1 her tears, and ere half-a-minute had passed, her face 

f Bssumed & Urm and somewhat of an indignant expres- 

Little, however, did her father then dream of the sur- 

5 change which one short day had brought about in 

mce, nor of the strong passions which one unhappy 

■ had awakened in 1 



CHAPTER XVIII 

LOVE WINS THE RACE FROM PROPLIGACY 

Dhd M'Gowan's reputation aa a prophecy-man 

in the first instance, as much on account of his mys- 

pretensions to a knowledge of the quack prophecies 

day — Pastorini, Columbkille, etc., etc., and such stuff 

from any pretensions he claimed to foretell the future 

In the course of time, however, by assuming to be 

)th son, he availed himself of the credulity and igno- 

■ of the people, and soon added a pretended insight into 

ity to his powers of interpreting Pastorini, and all the 

ipenny trash of the kind which then circulated among 

pie. This imposture, in course of time, produced its 

Many, it is true, laughed at hia impudent assump- 

but, on the other hand, hundreds were strongly im- 

with a belief in the mysterious and rhapsodical pre- 

I which he was in the habit of uttering. Among the 

class, we may reckon simple-hearted Jeny Sullivan 

*ti his family, all of whom, Mave herself included, placed 

1* most religious confidence in the oracles he gave forth. 

It wag, then, with considerable agitation and a palpitating 

!»«, that, on the day following that of Docnel's visit to her 

fitter's, she approached the Grey Stone, where, in the words 

it liie Prophet, she should meet " the young man who was to 

Wag her iove, wealth, and happiness, and all that a woman 

wish to have with a man," The agitation she felt, how- 
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ever, was the result of a depression that almost amountad to 
despair. Her faithful heart was fixed but upon one alone, and 
she knew that her meeting with any other could not, bo far 
as she was concerned, realize the golden visions of DimA 
Dhu. The words, however, could not bo misunderBto'd; 
the fii'st person she met, on the right-hand side of the wev. 
after passing the Grey Stone, was to be the individual ; sUJ 
when we consider her implicit belief in Donnel's prophecy, 
contrasted with her own impressions, and the state of mild 
in which she approached the place, we may form a tolerablj 
accurate notion of what she must have experienced. On arriv- 
ing within two hundred yards or so of the spot mentioned, 
she observed in the distance, about half-a-mile before hsr, i 
gentleman en hoi'seback, approaching her at rapid speai. 
Her heart, on perceiving him, literally sank within her, and 
she felt 80 weak as to be scarcely able to proceed. 

" Oh! what," she at length asked herself, "would I dM 
give but for one glance of young Condy Daltoo 1 But it is 
not to be. The unfortunate murdher of my uncle has pre- 
vented that for ever ; although I can't get myself to b'lieve 
that any of the Daltons ever did it ; but maybe that's becftiw 
I wish they didn't. The general opinion is, that his faUieris 
the man that did it. May the Lord forgive them, whoevK' 
they are, that took his life— for it was a black act to me »t 
any rate ! " 

Across the road before her, ran one of those little deep 
valleys, or large ravines, and into this had the horseman die- 
appeared as she closed the soliloquy. He had not, however, 
at all slackened his pace, but, oa the contrary, evidently 
increased it, as she could hear by the noise of his horse'd 
feet. 

At this moment she reached the brow of the ravine, and 
our readers may form some conception of what she folt whe^, 
on looking dovni it, she saw her lover, young Dalton, toiling 
up towards her with feeble and failing steps, whilst pressing 
after him fcom the bottom, came young Henderson, urging 
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^^Hiorse with whip and spiir. Her heart, which had that 

^^Kient bounded with delight, now utterly failed her, ou 

^^^■eiving the little chance which the poor young mau bad 

^^Hbeing the first to meet her, and thua fuliil the prophecy. 

B^MPderaon waa gaining upon him at a rapid rate, and must 

^n a feiv minutes have passed him, had not woman's wit and 

presence of mind come to her assistanue, " If he cannot run 

to me np the hill," she said to herself, " I can run to him 

down it " — and as the thought occurred to her, she started 

to\rarda him at her greatest speed, which indeed waa consider- 

ut!e, as lier form was of that light and elastic description 

■whioli betokens great powers of activity and esertion. The 

Straggle indeed was close; Henderson now plied whip and 

spur with redoubled energy, and the animal was approaching 

at M speed, Mave, on the other band, urged by a thousand 

iiotives, forgot everything but the necessity for exertion. 

Q was incapable of running a step, and appeared not to 

bow the cause of the contest between the parties. At 

hngth Mave, by her singular activity and speed, reached her 

luwr, into whose arms she actually ran, just aa Henderson 

e within about half-a-dozen yards of the spot where 

At met him, This effort on the part of Mave, was in per- 

'•«1 accordance with the simple earnestness of her character ; 

tar youthful figure, her innocence of manner, the glow of 

Waty, and the crowd of blushing graces which the act de- 

nloped, together with the joyous exultation of her triumph 

Ki reaching her lover's arms, and thus securing to herself and 

■iw the completion of so delightful a prediction — all, when 

'"kfln in at one view, rendered her a being so irresistibly 

Kinating, that her lover could scarcely look upon the inci- 

n real one, but for a moment almost persuaded him- 

K that his beloved Mave had undergone some delightful 

Id glorious traus formation— such as he had seen her assume 

' in the dreams of his late illnesa. 

Henderson, finding himself disappointed, now pulled up 
LJb horse, and addressed her. 
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" Upon my word, Miss Sullivan— I believe," lie added, "1 
have the pleasure of addressing Jerry Sullivan's dao^ter, 
so far famed for her beauty — I say, upon my word, Miflfl 
Sullivan, your speed outstrips the wind — those light and 
beautiful feet of yours scarcely touched the ground— I am 
certain you must dance delightfully." 

Mave again blushed, and immediately extricated henett 
from her lover's arms ; but before she did, she felt his fnmB 
trembling with indignation at the liberty Henderson bid 
taken in addressing her at all. 

'^Dalton," the latter proceeded, unconscious of the panionbB 
wasexciting, "I cannot but envy you atallevents — Iwouldmy- 
self delight to be a winning-post under such circumstanceB." 

Dalton looked at him, and his eye, like that of his &thier| 
when enraged, glared with a deadly light. 

" Pass on, sir," he replied ; " Mave Sullivan is no girl far 
the like of you to address. She wishes to have no conversa- 
tion with you, and she will not." 

" I shan't take your word for that, my good friend," replied 
Henderson, smiling ; " she can speak for herself — an' will, too, 
I trust." 

"Dear Condy," whispered Mave, "don't put yourself in a 
passion ; you are too weak to bear it." 

" Miss Sullivan," proceeded Young Dick, " is a pretty girl 
— and as such I claim a portion of her attention, and — should 
she so far favour me — even of her conversation; and that 
with every respect for your very superior judgment, my good 
Mr. Dalton." 

"What is you object, now, in wishin' to spake to her ?" 
asked the latter, looking him sternly in the face. 

" I don't exactly see that I'm bound to answer your cate- 
chism," said Dick ; " it is to Miss Sullivan I would address 
myself. I speak to you, Miss Sullivan ; and, allow me to 
say, that I feel a very warm interest in your welfare, and 
nothing would give me greater pleasure than to promote it 
ny means in my power." 
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feve was about to reply, hat DaltoB anticipated her. 
PThe only favour you cau bestow upon Miss SuDivan, as 
\gie plaised to call her, is to pass her by," said Saltou ; 
9 wishes to have no iEtimacy nor conversation of any 

i with sich a noted profligate. She knows your eorrec- 

[, Mr. Henderson ; or ii she doesn't, I do — an' that it's as 
a daicent girl's good name is worth to be seen spakin' 
Now, I tell you again to pass on. Don't force either 
t or your conversation upon her, if you're wise — 

I ben to protect her — an' I won't see her insulted for 

fcng." 

bDo you mean that as a threat, my good fellow ? " 

■If yoQ think it a threat, don't desarve it, an' you won't 

ph. If right was to take place, our family would have a 
■avy account to settle with you and yours ; an' it wouldn't 
bewise in j-ou to add this to it." 

"Ha! I see — oh, I understand you, I think — more threat- 
ening ?~eh ? " 

" As I said before," replied Dalton, " that's as you may 
wsirve it. Your cruelty, and injustice, and oppression to 
•W family, we might overlook ; but I tel! you, that if you 
litomB the means of bringin' a stain — the slightest that ever 
w» breathed— upon the fair name of this girl, it would be a 
tlotuand times betther that you never were bom." 

"Ah! indeed, Master Dalton; but in the mean time, what 
^ Miss Sullivan herself say ? We are ansious to hear 
yrorowD sentiments on this matter. Miss Sullivan." 

"I would feel obliged to you to pass on, sir," she replied ; 
"Condy Dalton is ill, and badly able to hear sich a conversa-" 
tion as this." 

"Here," said Dalton, fiercely, laying his hand upon Mave's 
•Wider ; " if you cross my path here— or lave but the 
'Isdow of a stain, as I said, upon her name, woe betide 
yon!" 

"Your wishes are commands to me, Mies Sullivan," replied 
Bsiidereon, without noticing Dalton's demmciatlon in l\\a 



] 
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filighteat degree ; " and I tmst that when we meet again,; 
won't be guarded by such a terribla bow-wow of a drsgOD' 
has now charge of you. Good-bye ! and accept 
wishes, until then." 

He immediately set spurs once more to his horse, and in 
few minutes Lad turned at the cross-roads, and taken tliit 
which led to hia father's house. 

"It is well for him," said Dalton, immediately after In 
had left them, " that I hadn't a loaded pistol in my hand- 
but no, dear Mave," he added, checking himself, " the liMty 
temper and the hasty blow is the fault of our family, an' so 
far as I am coneamed, I'll do everything to overcome it," 

Mave now examined him somewhat more earnestly thm 
she had done ; and although grieved at his thin and wastM 
appearance, yet she could not help being forcibly struck liy 
the singular clearness and manly beauty of his featnrea. 
And yet this beauty filled her heart with anything bat satis- 
faetion ; for on contemplating it she saw that it was oTer- 
ahadowed by an expression of such settled sorrow and dejec- 
tion, as it was impossible to look upon without the deepest 
compassion and sympathy. 

" "We had betther rest a little, dear Mave," he said ; " you 
must be fatigued, and so am I. Turn back a little, will yon, 
an' let us sit upon the Grey Stone ; it's the only thing in the 
shape of a seat that is now near us. Have yon any objeo- 

"None in the world," she replied; "I'll be time euoi 
my uncle's, especially as I don't intend to come hoi 
night." 

They accordingly sauntered back, and took their seat upoa 
a ledge of the stone ia question, that almost concealed them 
from observation ; after which the dialogue proci 
follows : — 

"Condy," observed Mave, "I was glad to hear t 
recovered from the fever ; but I'm sorry to see you 
ill ; there is a great deal of care in your face," 
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lere is, dear Mave — there is," he replied, with a melan- 

smile, "an' a great deal of care in my heart. You 

un yourself, and care-worn too, dear." 

e are not without our own struggles at home," she 

i, "as, indeed, who is now? But I had more than 

res to fret for." 

ho ? " he asked ; but on putting the question, he saw a 

' such tender reproach in her eye as touched him. 

nd heart!" he exclaimed — " kindest and best of hearts, 

iould I ask sich a question ? Surely I ought to know 

I am glad I met you, Mave, for I have many things to 

you, an' it's hard to say when I may have an oppor- 

again." 

mow that is true," said she ; " but I did not expect to 

ou here." 

ive," he proceeded, in a voice filled with melancholy 

Iness, " you acknowledged that you loved me." 

looked at him, and that look moved him to the heart. 

know you do love me," he proceeded, " and how, dear 

the thought of that fills my heart with sorrow." 

started slightly, and looked at him again with a good 

f surprise ; but on seeing his eyes filled with tears, 

» caught the contagion, and asked with deep emo- 

by, dear Condy? ,Why does my love for you make 
Bart sorrowful ? " 

cause I have no hope," said he — " no hope that you can 
> mine." 

B remained silent; for she knew the insurmountable 
es that prevented their union ; but she wept afresh, 
ben I saw your father last, behind your garden, the 
itruck Donnel Dhu," Dalton proceeded, " I tould him 
'. then believed to be true, that my father never had a 
n your uncle's death. Mave dear, I cannot tell a lie 
[ will not. I couldn't say as much to him now ; I'm 
that his death is upon my father's sowl." 



"Ay," 
late I'v 
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Mave started, and got pale at the words. 

" Great God ! " alie exelaimed, " don't say so, Con, 3ear. 
Oh, BO, no — is it your father that was always so good, m 
80 bind, an' so generous to every one that stood in soedut 
it at his hands, an' who was always so charitahle to tlie 
poor?" 

, "ho was charitable to the poor; Imt(i 
s heard hint say things that nobody but a man that 
has some great crime to answer for could or would saj- I 
believe, too, that what the public says is right— that it's 
the hand of God Himself that's upon him an' us for thit 
murdher." 

"But maybe," said Mave, who still continued pale and 
trembling — "maybe it was accidental afther all — a chance 
blow, maybe; but whatever it was, dear Con, let us apaka 
no more about it, I am not able to listen to it — it wonli 
sicken me soon." 

" Very well, dear, we'll drop it ; an' I hope I'm wrong ; for 
I can't think, afther all, that a man with sich a kind an' 
tendher heart as my father — a pioaa man, too— could "—la 
paused a moment, and then added—" oh, no — I'm anrely wrong 
— he never did that act. However, as we said, I'll drop it; 
for indeed, dear Mave, I have enongh that's sorrowful and 
hear t-bre akin' to spake about, over and above that unfortunaW 
subject." 

" I hope," said Mave, " that there's nothing worse than 
your own iUnesg — an' you know, thanks be to the Almighty 
you're recoverin' fast from that." 

"My poor, lovin' sister Nancy," said he, "was laid dow 
yesterday momin' with this terrible fever ; she was our chie 
dependence ; we could stand it out no longer ; I could an' cai 
do nothing ; an' my mother this momin' " — his tears fell B 
fast, and his affliction was so deep, that he was not able, to 
a time, to proceed. 

" Oh 1 what about her ? " asked Mave, participating 
grief ; " oh 1 what about her that every one loves ? " 
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" She was obliged to go out thia mornin'," lie proceeded, 
"to beg openly in the face of day among the neighbours! 
Now, Ma^'e Sullivan, farewell ! " said he, rising, whilst hia 
bee was crimsoned over with shame ; " farewell, Mave Sul- 
liTftn^all, from this minute, is over between yon an' me. 
The son of a beggar must never become your husband— will 
never call jrou bis wife — even if there was no other raiaon 
IgUQst it." 

The lovely girl rose with him — she trembled— she blnehed 
lad again got pale ; then blushed onc« more— at length she 

"An' is that, dear Con, all that you yet know of Mave 
Snllivan's heart, 'or the love for yoa that's in it? Your 
OKber ! Oh ! an' is it come to that with her ? but— bat — 
4) yoa think that even that, or anything that wouldn't be a 
crime in yourself; or, do you think — oh! I know not what to 
My— I see now, dear Con, the raiaon for the sorrow that's 
in yonr face — the heart-break an' the care that's there— I 
«w, indeed, how low in spirits, an' how hopeless you are; 
*d'I see that, althongh your eye is clear, etiU it's heavy — 
iavy with hard affliction ; but then, what is love. Con, dear, 
if it'a to fly away when these things come on ns ? Is it now, 
wien, that you'd expect me to desert you ?^to keep cool with 
j™, or to lave you when you have no other heart to go to 
W any comfort but mine ? Oh, no ! Con, dear. Your own 
Hive Sallivan is none of these. God knows, it's little com- 
fot," she proceeded, weeping bitterly-" it's little comfort's 
11 my poor heart for any one; but there's one thing in it, 
O^iilear — that, poor as I stand here this minute— an' where, 
"ill where is there or could there be a poorer girl than I am 
~slill there's one thing in it that I wouldn't exchange for 
^ world's wealth — an' that — that, dear Con, is my love for 
Pw! That's the love, dear Con, that neither this world nor 
itsnorea, nor its shame, nor its poverty, nor its sorrow, can ever 
Weronine or banish — that's the love that would live with you 
f" wealth — that would keep by your side ttaiiig^i ^pcfl. wo4 



i 
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tlirough evil — that would aliare your sickuesa— that a 
rejoice with you— that would grieve with you— beg 1 
you, starve with you, go where you might, and die by ]| 
aide. I cannot bid you to throw care and sorrow away;! 
if it's any conaolattou to you to know an' to feel hom y| 
own Have Sullivan lovea you, then you have that consoUtM 
Dear Con, I am ready to marry yoa, an' to ahare your M 
tresses to-morrow — ay, this day, or this minute, if it « 
be done." 

There was a gentle, calm, but firm enthuaiaam aboat; 
manner, which carried immediate conviction with it, 
her tears fell in silence, she bestowed a look upon her 
which fully and tenderly confirmed all that her tongue 
uttered. 

Both had been atandiag ; bnt her lover, taking her hani, 
sat down, as she also did ; he then turned ronnd and pressed 
her to his heart, and their tears, in this melancholy erabraU 
of love and sorrow, both literally mingled together. 

" I would be ungrateful to God, my beloved Mave," ba 
replied, "and unworthy of you — and indeed, at beat I' 
worthy of you — if I didn't take hope an' courage, when I 
know that sich a girl loves me — as it is, I feel my lieart 
aiaier, and my spli-its lighter— although at the same tune, 
dear Mave, I'm very wake, and far from being well." 

" That's bekase this disturbance of your mind ia too much 
for you yet — but keep your spirits up — you don't know, 
she continued, smiling sweetly through her tears, " what a 
delightful prophecy was fulfilled for us this day^ay, awhile 
ago even when I met you." 

" No," he replied, " what was it ? " 

She then detailed the particulars of Donne! Dhu's predic- 
tion, which she dwelt upon with a very cheerful spirit, 
which she added — 

"And now. Con, dear, don't you think that's a sign 
be yet happy." 

Dalton, who placed no reliance whatsoever on Donnel 



predic- 
it,a^ 



LOVE WINS THE BACE FROM PEOFLIGACT 205 



Untitres, still felt relactant to destroy the hope occasioned 
y such an agreeable illasion — "Well," he replied, "although 
don't ranch believe in anything that onld scoundrel says, 
trust, for all that, that he has tould you thnith for wanst." 

" But how did you happen to come here, Con ? " she asked 
-" to be here at the very minute, too ? " 

"Why," said he, "I was desired to take care to be the 
irst to meet you after you passed the Grey Stone— the very 
'M we're sittin' on — if I loved you, an' wished to sarve you." 

"Bat who on earth could tell you this?" she asked, 
'hekase I thought no livin' bein' knew of it but myself and 
[lomiel Dhu," 

"It was Sarah, his daughter," said Dalton ; " but when I 
tsked her why I should come to do so, she wouldn't tell me — 
ihe said if I wished to save you from evil, or, at any rate, 
trma trouble. That's a strange girl — his daughter "^ — he 
idded, " she makes one do whatever she likes." 

"Isn't she very handsome?'' said Mave, with an expres- 
sion of admiration. " I think she's, without exception, the 
puTtieat girl I ever seen ; an' her beautiful figure beats all ; 
but somehow they say every one's afraid of her, an' dursta't 

" She ejcamined me well yestherday, at all events," replied 
Cm. "I thought them broad, black, beautiful eyes of hei's 
TOild look through me. Blany a wager has been as to which 
i) the handsomest ^you or she ; an' I know hundreds that 
ad give a great deal to see you both beside one another." 

"Indeed an' she has it, then," said Mave, " far an' away, 
mfece, in figure, an' in everything." 

"I don't think so,'' he replied ; " but at any rate, not in 
<Wijthing — not in the heart, dear Mave — not in the heart." 

"They say she's kind-hearted, then," replied Mave. 

"They do," said Con, "an' I don't know how it comes; 
""t wmehow every one lovea her, and every one fears her 
^^the same time. She asked me yestherday if I thought 
alher murdhered Siillivan." 
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" Oh ! for God's sake, don't talk about it," said Mave, agiin 
getting pale ; " I can't bear to hear it apofeea of." 

The Grey Stone — oa a low ledge of -which, nearly con- j] 
cealed from public view, our lovers had been sitting— ww, ij 
in point of size, a very large rock of irregular shape. After \ 
the last words, alluding to the murder, had been uttered, M 
old man, very neatly but plainly dressed, and bearlDg & 
pedlar's pack, came rouud from behind a projection of it, ad 
approached them. From his position, it was all but certwii 
that he must have overheard their whole conversation. MiTt) 
on seeing him, blushed deeply, and Dalton himself felt oon- 
siderably embarrassed at the idea that the stranger had Iffli 
listening, and become acquainted with circumstances tJul ', 
were never designed for any other eai-s but their own. 

The old man, on making his appearance, surveyed our 
lovers from head to foot with a curious and inquisitive ey«- 
a circumstance which, taken in connection with his eay* 
dropping, was not at all relished by young Dalton. 

"I think you will know ua again," said he, in no friendlj 
voice. " How long have you been sittin' behind the corMT 
there ? " he inquired, 

" I hope I may know yez agin," replied the pedlar, for In 
was one ; " I was jist long enough behind the comer to lis>r 
some of what you were spakin' about last." 

" An' what was that ?" said Dalton, putting him to theterti 

"You wor talkin' about the murdher of one Sullivan." 

" Wc were," replied Dalton ; " but I'll thank you io si} 
nothing further about it ; it's disagreeable to both of os- 
distressin' to both of us." 

"I don't undherstand that," said the old pedlar; "i"* 
can it be so to either of you, if you're not oonsamed in it W* 
way or other ? " 

"We are, then," aaid Dalton, with warmth; "then*" 
that was killed was this girl's uncle, an' the man that *»* 
Bupposed to take his life is my father. Maybe you undh 
stand me now ? 
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The blood left the cheeks of the old man, who staggered 
rer to the ledge whereon they sat, and placed himself be- 
ide them. 

^ God of heaven ! " said he, with astonishment, " can this 
©throe?" 

^Now that you know what yon do know," said Dalton, 
' ^U thank yon to drop the subject." 

^ Welly I will," said he; ''but first, for Heaven's sake, 
nswer me a question or two. What's your name, amc f " 

"Cbndy IWton." 

''Ay, Condy Dalton! — the Lord be about us. An' Sul- 
fivKi— Sullivan was the name of the man that was murdered, 
yoaaay?" 

"Yes, Bartley Sullivan— God rest him ! " 

**An' whiflhper — tell me — Gtod presarve us! — was there 
iqfQung done to your father, avicf What was done to 
Urn?" 

"Why, he was taken up on suspicion soon afther it hap- 
pWBd ; but — but — there was nothin' done : they had no proof 
^UDst him, an' he was let go again." 

"Ig your father alive still ? " 

"He is livin'," replied Dalton; "but come — pass on, ould 
•Ml," he added, bitterly, "I'll give you no more informa- 
ttm." 

"WeU, thank you, dear," said the pedlar; "I ax your 
I*rioii for givin' you pain — an' the coUeen here — ay, you 
^ a Sullivan, then — an' a purty but sorrowful lookin' cra- 
^ you are, God knows. Poor things ! Qtod pity you both, 
*^' grant you a betther fate than what appears to be before 
^! for I did hear a thrifle of your discoorse." 

Here was something singularly benevolent and kind in 
old pedlar's voice, as he uttered the last words, and he 
W not gone many perches from the stone, when Dalton's 
1^^ relented as he reflected on his harsh and unfriendly 
^snoeanour towards him. 

"That is a good old man," he observed, "and I «.m lao^ 
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sorry that I spoke to him so roughly — there was kindnefis in 
his voice and in hia eye as he looked upon us." 

" There was," replied Mave, " and I think him a good aid 
man too. I don't think he wonld harm any one." 

" Dear Mave," said Dalton, " I must now get home as soon 
as I can ; I don't feel so well aa I was — there is a chill npn 
me, and I'm afeard I won't have a comfortable night," 

" And I can do nothing for you ! " added Mave, her ejw | 
filling with tears. 

"I didn't thank you for the lock of hair you sent me ij ' 
Donnel Dhu," he added. " It is here upon my heart, and I ; 
needn't say that if anything had happened me, or if mj- , 
thing should happen me, it an' that heart must go to diul ' 
together." 

"You are too much cast down," she replied, her ted' 
flowing faflt, "an' it can't surely be otherwise; but, dm 
Con, let US hope for letter days — an' put our trust in Goi'*- 
goodneas." 

" Farewell, dear Mave," he replied, " ajid may God blf*' 
and preserve you till I see you again I " 

" And may He send down aid to you all," she added, "ani 
give consolation to your breakin' hearts." 

An embrace, long, tender, and mournful, accompanied tW 
words, after which they separated in sorrow and in tears, WP 
with but little hope of happiness on the path of life that ihen 
lay before them, 



CHAPTEE XIX 

-STRANGE SCENE *' 

The hour so mysteriously appointed by I!«d Roddy for ^ 
delivery of the tobacco-bos to Hanlon, was fast approacliiDg 
and the night, though by no means ao stormy as that whld 
wo have described on the occasion of that person's first visi' 
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f Stone, was neverthlesa dark and rainy, with an 
lal slight guHt o£ wind, that uttered a dreary and 
choly moan, aa it swept over the hedges. Hanton, 
E supernatural appearances had not been di- 
1 by what he had heard there before as well as on 
ime, now felt alanned at every gust of wind that 
, him. He hurried on, however, and kept hia 
i aa firmly set as bis terrors would allow him, until he 
,t upon the plain old road which led directly to the ap- 
1 place. The remarkable interest which he had felt 
I earlier stage of the circumstances that compose oar 
Jive, was beginning to cool a little, when it was revived 
I recent conversation with Eed Roddy concerning the 
I Prophet, and the palpable contradictions in which be 
i that person, with reference to the period when the 
It came to reside in the neighhourhood, His anxiety, 
, about the tobacco-box began, as he approached 
My Stone, to balance his fears ; so that by the time he 
1 there, he found himself cooler and firmer a good 
than when he first crossed the dark fields from home. 
I fact, had learned a good deal of the Prophet's 
Hiaracter, from several of those who had never been 
f his impostures ; and the fact of ascertaining that 
y article so essential to the completion of his purpose, 
a found in the Prophet's house or possession, gave a 
ind still more powerful impulse to his determinations, 
1 already observed, was dark, and the 
gloom which covered the sky was dismal and mono- 
Several flashes of lightning, it is true, had shot out 
e impervious masses of black clouds that lay against 
These, however, only added terror to 
which such a night and such a sky were cal- 
o occasion. 

' thought Hanlon, as he approached the stone, 
B will be no disappointment, and that I won't have 
aey on sich a dark and dismal night lot i«it\iixi£. 
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How this red ruffian can have any authority over a girl 
Sarah, is a puzzle that I can't make out." 

It was just as these thoughts occurred to him that h 
arrived at the stone, where he stood anxiously waiting and 
listening, and repeating his pater nostevj as well as he ooaUf 
for several minutes, but without hearing or seeing any one. 

^' I might have known," thought he, " that the rascal coold 
bring about nothing of the kind, an' I am only a ibd for 
heedin' him at all." 

At this moment, however, he heard the noise of a ligU 
quick footstep approaching, and almost immediately aftff' 
wards Sarah joined him. 

" Well, I am glad you are come," said he, " for Gk)d knowH 
when I thought of our last stand here, I was anything W 
comfortable." 

" Why," replied Sarah, " what wor you afeard of ? I W 
a cowardly man, Charley, an' you are cowardly." 

" Not where mere flesh and blood is consamed," he repMl 
** I'm afeard of neither man nor woman — but I wouldn't lib 
to meet a ghost or spirit, may the Lord presarve us ! " 

" Why, now ? What harm could a ghost or spirit ^ 
you ? Did you ever hear that they laid hands on or kilW 
any one ? " 

" No ; but for all that, it's well known that several perfloa* 
have died of fright, in consequence." 

" Ay, of cowardliness ; but it wasn't the ghost kill* 
them. Sure the poor ghost only comes to get some leli^ 
for itself — to have masses said ; or, maybe, to do justice to 
some one that is wronged in this world. There's Jeniiny 
Beatty, an' he lay three weeks of fright from seein' a ghofltj 
an' it turned out when all was known, that the ghost ^ 
nothing more or less than Tom Martin's white-faced cow-' 
ha! ha! ha!" 

"At any rate let us change the subject," said Hanlon; 
" you heard yourself the last night we were here, what FB 
iiAVAr forget." 
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'^ l\re heard some noise like a groan, an' that was all ; but 
^Ho can tell what it was, or who cares either ? " 

" I, for one, do ; but, dear Sarah, have you the box ? " 
"Why does yotir Voice tremble that way? Is it fear? 
^^ekase if I thought it was, I wouldn't scruple much to walk 
lome without another word, an' bring the box with me." 
"You have it, then ? " 

"To be sure I have, an' liiy father an' Nelly is both huntin' 
the boose for it." 
^ "Why, what could your father want with it ? " 
f "Bow can I tell? — an' only that I promised it to you, I 
wouldn't fetch it at all." 

" I thought you had given it up for lost ! how did you get 
it again?" 

"That's nothing to you, an' don't trouble your head about 
ft. There it is now, an' I have kept my word ; for while I 
Kve, 111 never break it if I can. Dear me, how bright that 
JwhwasI" 

As Hanlon was taking the box out of her hand, a fearful 
"wh of sheeted lightning opened out of a cloud, almost 
'■nwdiately above them, and discovered it so plainly, that 
tl» very letters, P. M., were distinctly legible on the lid of 
^and nearly at the same moment a deep groan was heard, 
••if coming out of the rock. 

** father of heaven!" exclaimed Hanlon; "do you hear 
that?" 

"Yes" she replied, "I 'did hear a groan — but here — do 
J^ go— oh, it would be useless to ask you — so I must only 
4) it myself ; stand here, an' I'll go round the rock ; at any 
'*^ let us be sure that it is a ghost." 

** Don't, Sarah," he exclaimed, seizing her arm; "for God's 
^ don't — it is a spirit — I know it — don't lave me. I 
^^^erstand it all, an' maybe you will some day, too." 

"Kow," she exclaimed, indignantly, and in an incredulous 
^ of voice — " in God's name what has a spirit to do with 
•Ji ould rusty tobaccj-box? It's surely a cxxtiou^ \«x.\ 
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there's my father would give one of Iiis eyes to find it— an' 
Nelly, that hid it the other day, found it gone when she 
went to get it for him." 

" Do you tell me so ? " said Hanlon, placing it as he spob 
in his safest pocket. 

'' I do," she replied ; '' and only that I promised it to yon, 
and would not break my word, I'd give it to my &ther; bat 
I don't see myself what use it can be of to him or anybody." 

Hanlon, despite of his terrors, heard this intelligence witti 
the deepest interest — indeed, with an interest so deep, tlisfc 
he almost forget them altogether ; and with a view of elifiit^ 
ing from her as much information in connexion with it i> 
he could, he asked her to accompany him a part of the way 
home. 

" It's not quite the thing," she replied, " for a girl lib 
me to be walkin' with a young fellow at this hour ; bat tf 
I'm not afeard of you, and as I know you're afeard of tb 
ghost — if there is a ghost — I will go part of the way with 
you, although it does not say much for your courage to ai 
me." 

" Thank you, Sarah ; you are a perfect treasure." 

" Whatever I was, or whatever I am, Charley, I can never 
be anything more to you than a mere acquaintance — I dont 
think ever we were much more — but what I want to tell yw 
is, that if ever you had any serious notion of me, you mvsA 
put it out of your head." 

" Why so, Sarah ? " 

"Why so," she replied, hastily; "why, bekase I don't wish 
it — isn't that enough for you, if you have spirit ? " 

"Well, but I'd like to know why you changed your 
mind ? " 

" Ay," said she ; " well, afther all, that is only natural- 
it is but raisonable ; an' I'll tell you : — in the first place, 
then, there's a want of manliness about you that I don't like 
— I think you have but little heart or feelin'. You toy with 
the girls — with this ona au^ \\i^\» craa— w^' '^wl don't appear 
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Hlkye any one of them — in abort, you're not affectionate, 

^K ifeard. Now, here am I, an' I can scarcely say that 

^V yon coorted me like a man that had feelin'. I think 

^■'re revengeful, too ; for I have seen you look black an' 

^pp; at a woman, before now. You never loved me, I know 

HH eay I know now you did not. There, then, is some of 

^%rea80cs — bat I'll tell you one more, that's worth them all. 

I love another now— ay," she added with a convulsive sigh 

— "Ilcpve another; and I know, Charley, that he can't love 

"»— there's more lightnin' — what a flash ! Oh, I didn't care 

tliis minute it went through ray heart." 

"Don't talk so, Sarah." 

"I know what 'a before me— disappointment— disappoint - 
■"Silt in everything^the people say I'm wild and veiy 
"ickad in my temper — an' I am, too — but how could I be 
BjtterwiBe? for what did I ever see or hear undher our own 
^Bmble roof, but evil talk au' evil deeds? A word of kind- 
^K I never got from my father or from Nelly — nothin' but 
^■^ word an' the hard blow — until now that she is afeard 
^Vne; but little she knew, that naany a time when I was 
^Bneat, an' threatened to put a knife into her, there was a 
^VFer of affection in my heart — a yearnin', I may say, af ther 
^Bdcesg, that had me often near throwin' my arms around 
^Kseck, an' askin' her why she mightn't as well be kind as 
^■ri to me ; but I couldn't, bekase I knew that if I did, 
^Wl only tramp on me, an' despise me, an' tyrannize over 
^H'ttrire an' more." 

^Bie uttered these sentiments under the infiuence of deep 
fWing, with an occasional burst of wild distraction, that 
•SSlBed to originate from much bitterness of heart. 

" la it a fair question," replied Hanlon, whose character 

'M had altogether misunderstood, having, in point of fact, 

"ever had an opportiinity of viewing it in its natural light— 

'i* it a fair question to ask you who is it you're in love 

^?'- 

B^It'a not a, fair question," she replied', " ioi 1 to.'i'S \ia 
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loves another, an' for that raison III never breathe it to 
mortual/' 

" Bekase/' he added, "if I knew, maybe I might heaUe 
to put in a good word for yon, now and then, accordin' as I 
got an opportunity." 

"For me ! " she replied indignantly — " what ! — to heg him 
to get fond o' me ! Oh, it's wondherful the maneness that's 
in a'most every one you meet. No," she proceeded vehfr 
mently, " if he was the king on his throne, sooner than stoop 
to that, or if he didn't or couldn't love me on my own accoimt, 
I'd let the last dhrop o' my heart's blood out first. Oh, no! 
— no, no — he loves another," she added, hastily — " he lov«l 
another ! " 

" An' do you know her? " asked Hanlon. 

" Do I know her ! " she replied — "do I know her!— it's I 
that do ; ay, an' I have her in my power, too ; an' • if I set 
about it, can prevent a ring from ever goin' on them. Ha! 
ha! Oh, ay— that divil, Sarah M'Qt)wan--what a fine 
characther I have got! Well, well, good-night, Charley! 
Maybe it's a folly to have the bad name for nothin' — at laist 
they say so. Ha ! ha ! Good-night ; I'll go home. Oh, I 
had like to forget — Red Roddy tould me he was spakin' to 
you about somethin' that he says you can't but undherstand 
yourself ; an' he desired me to get you, if I could, to join him 
in it. I said I would, if it was right an' honest ; for I have 
great doubts of it bein' either the one or the other, if it 
comes from him. He said that it was both ; but that it 'ud 
be a great piece of roguery to lave it undone. Now, if it is 
what he says it is, help him in it, if you can ; but if it isn't^ 
have no hand in it. That's all I tould him, I would say, an' 
that's all I do say. Keep out of his saicrets, I advise you; an', 
above all things, avoid everything mane an' dishonest ; for, 
Charley, I have a kind o' likin' for you that I can't explain, 
although I don't love you as a sweetheart. Good-night 
again ! " 
She left him abmptVy, a-u^, ^V ^ T^-^\d -^^ae^ proceeded back 
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Grey Stone, aroand whicli she walked, with a view of 

ing wliether or not there might be any cause visible, 

ly or otherwiae, for the groans which they had heard ; 

notwithHtanding a cloae and diligent search, she could 

her see nor hear anything whatsoever to which they 



) reached home about one o'clock, and after having sat 
ig f or a time over the fire, which was raked for the 
— that is, covered over with greeshaugh, or living aahea 
I was preparing to sleep in her humble bed, behind a 
partition wall about five feet high, at the lower end of 

cabin, when her father, who had been moaning, and start- 
Bud uttering abrupt exclamations in his sleep, at length 
up, and began deliberately to dress himself, as if with 
of going out, 

rather," said she, " in the name of goodness, where are 
goin' at this hour of the night ? " 

I'm goin' to the murdhered man's grave," he replied, 
goin' to tell them all how he was murdhered, and who 

W that murdhered him." 
girl with nerves less firm would have felt a most deadly 

9r at such language, on perceiving — as Sarah at once did 

St her father, whose eyes were shut, was fast asleep at 
In her, however, it only produced anch a high 

»6 of excitement and interest, as might be expected from 

sf her ardent and excitable temperament, imbued as it 

irith a good deal of natural romance. 

In God's name," she said to herself, "what can this 

ll? Of late he hasn't had one hour's quiet rest at night ; 
but startin', and shoutio' out, and taikin' about 

3her and murdherera ! What can it mane? for he's 

»alkin' in hia sleep. Father," she said, " yon 're asleep ; 

uk to bed, you had bettber." 

So, I'm not asleep," he replied ; " I'm goin' down to the 
below, behind the rocks down in Glendhu, where 

Bnrdhered man is lyin' buried ! " 
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" An' what brings yoa there at this time o' the night?" 

'^ Ha ! ha ! " he replied, uttering an ezclamation of eaatioi 
in a lowy guarded voice — '' what brings me ? — whisht, kdi 
your tongue, an' IT! tell you." 

She really began to doubt her senses, notwithstanduig fh 
fact of his eyes being shut. 

"Whisht yourself," she replied ; " I don't want to \mt 
anything about it ; I have no relish for sich saicrets. Ki 
ready enough with my own hands, especially when thsre'Bft 
weapon in it — readier than ever 111 be again ; but for aU 
that I don't wish to hear sich saicrets. Are you asleep or 
awake ? " 

" I'm awake, of coorse," he replied. 

"An' why are your eyes shut then? You're frightfol, 
father, to look at — no corpse had ever sich a face as jm 
have ; your heavy brows is knit in sich a way — ^jist as 2 
you were in agony — ^your cheeks is so white, too, an' jw 
mouth down at the comers, that a ghost — ay, the ghost of 
the murdhered man himself — would be agreeable, compared 
to you. Go to bed, father, if you're awake." 

To all this he made no reply, but, having dressed himself) 
he deliberately, and with great caution, raised the latch and 
proceeded out at that dismal and lonely hour. Sarah, for 
a time, knew not how to act. She had often heard of sleep- 
walking, and she feared now that if she awakened him, 
he might imagine she had heard matters which he wished 
no ears whatever to hear ; for the truth was, that some 
vague suspicions of a dreadful nature had latterly entered 
her mind — suspicions, which his broken slumbers, his starts, 
and frequent exclamations during sleep, had only tended 
to confirm. 

" I'll watch him, at all events," said she to herself, " and 
see that he comes to no danger." She accordingly shut the 
(loor after her, and followed him pretty closely into the deep 
gloom of the silent and solitary glen. With cautious, but 
iiteady and unerring at^i^s, ha i^roceeded in the direction 
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of the loneliest spot of it, which having reached, be went 
by a narrow and antrodden circnit— a kind of broken but 
natcrftj pathway — to the identical spot where the body, 
which NeUy had discovered, lay. 

He then raised his hand, as if in caution, and whispered 
—"Whisht! here ia where the murdhered man's body 



I'll not do it^ — it would be 
q^nestion that might make 



Tl! not do it," said Sarah, 
mine an' ungenerous to ax hii" 
kimbethray himself." 

At this moment the moon, which had been for some time 
nwn, presented a strange and alarming aspect. Slie seemed 
wi as blood ; and directly across her centre there went 
i black bar — a bar so ominously and intensely black, that 
I'wM impossible to look upon it without experiencing some- 
thing like what one might be supposed to feel in the presence 
rftt supernatural appearance ; or at the performance of some 
Mgie or unnatural rite, where the sorcerer, by the wicked- 
"SBBof his spell, forced her, as it were, thus to lend a dread- 
Wind reluctant sanction to his proceedings. 

Her father, however, proceeded — " Ay— who murdhered 
kiiiiiinj lord? Why, my lord— hem— it was — Condy Dal- 
'*! an' I have another man to prove it along wid myself— 
'*' Boddy Duncan ; now, Roddy, swear strong — swear 
■Wte; mind yourself, Roddy." 

ITieeB words were spoken aside, precisely as one would 
**irea8 them when instructing any person to give a particnlar 
'•M of evidence. He then stooped down, and placing hia 
Wi npon the grave, he said, as if he were addressing the 
iteidman— 

"Ha — yoa sleep cool there, you guilty villain ! an' it 
''Ma't my fault that the unfaithful an' dishonest sthrap 
th»l you got that for, didn't get as much herself — there you 
"ffi, an' you'll telt no tales at all events ! You know, 
^ily," he proceeded, " it was Dalton that murdhered him— 
—but you're a. coward at heart ; as for myseU, 
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there's nothing troublea me but that tobaccy-box ; bnt^ 
know nothing about that — may the divil confound me, al 
aoy rate, for not destroyin' it ! an' that onld sthrap, Nellj, 
BuBpecta something— for she's alwB.ys ringin' Providence into 
my ears ; but if I had that box destroyed, I'd diaregani 
Providence — if there is a Provideuce." 

The words had barely proceeded out ot his lipa, whai | 
a peal of thunder, astonishingly loud, broke, as it were, ovet 
their very heads, having been preceded by a flash ot light- 
ning, BO bright that the long, well-defined grave was B^ 
posed, in all its lonely horrors, to Sarah's eye. I 

" That's odd, now," said she, " that the thunder BbonM ' 
come aa he said them very words ; but thank God tlrt I 
it was Dalton that did the deed, for if it was himfielf he'd 
not keep it back now, when the truth would be sure to cons 

" It was he, my lord, and gentlemen of the juiy," pW" 
ceeded her father, " an' my conscience, my lord, during all 
this long time- " 

Here he muttered something which she could not unda^ 
stand, and after stooping down, and putting his hand upon 
the grave a second time, he turned about and reti-aced hia 
steps home. It appeared, however, that late as the iv0 
was, there were other persona abroad aa well as themsehSr 
for Sarah could distinctly hear the footsteps of several 
persons passing aloEg the adjoining road, past the Grey 
Stone, and she also thought that among the rest might 1« 
distinguished the voice of Red Roddy Duncan. The Propiiat 
qidetly opened the door, entered, as usual, and went to bed: 
Sarah having also retired to her own little sleeping-pbuSi 
lay for some time, musing deeply over the incidents of ^^^ 
night, 




CHAPTER XX 

TDMCLTS— CONFESSION OF MURDER 

next monmig opened with all the dark sultry rain 
black cloudy drapery, which had, as we have already 
1, characterized the whole season. Indeed, during the 
Wfl are deacribiag, it was well known that all those 
e signs which prognosticate any particular description 
ather, had altogether bat their significance. If a fine 
, (or instance, which indeed waa a rare case, or a 
and beautiiul evening, it was but natural that after 
I dark and dreary course of weather, the heart should 
le glad and fttll of hope that a permanent change for 
etter was about to take place ; but, alas ! all cheerful 
md expectation were in vain. The morrow's sun arose 
fore, dim and gloomy, to wade along his diamal and 
Y path, without one glimpse of enlivening light from 

5 to his setting. 
I have already mentioned slightly, those outrages to 
t the disease and misery that scourged the country in 
ny shapes had driven the unfortunate and perishing 
lea. Indeed, if there be any violation of the law, 
1 or ought to be looked upon with the most lenient 
eration and forbearance, by the executive authorities, 
wis that which takes place under the irresistible pressure 
"i (uaine. And singular as it may appear, it is no leas true, 
lii»t this is a subject concerning which much ignorance 
PlWaila, not only throughout other parts of the empire, bat 
"na at home liera in Ireland, with ourselves. Much, for 
■Sfltanco, is said, and has been said, concerning what are 
•Wmed " Years of Tamine," but it ia not generally known, 
^t since the introduction of the potato into this country, 
l>6 year has ever passed which, ia some remote locality or 
, has not been such to the imfortunate inh*bita.Qta, 



y 



'220 THE BLACK TEOPHET 

Tha climate of Ireland is so unsettled, ita soil so variotu in 
quality, and the potato bo liable to injary from excesa 'i 
either drought or moisture, that we have no hesitation in 
stating the startling fact of this annual famine as nie v» 

^ can vouch for, upon our own personal knowledge, and ogftinit 
the truth of which we challenge contradiction. NeitliK 
does au autumn pass without a complaint peculiar to those 
who feed solely upon the new and unripe potato, and whici, 
ever since the year '32, is known by the people aa tli» 

1^" potato cholera." With these circumstances the legialatiw 
ought to be acquainted, inaamuch as they are calamities tbl 
will desolate and aiSict the country, so long as the potato is 
permitted to be, as it unfortunately is, the staple food of tie 
people. That we are subject, in consequence of that is/A, 
to periodical recurrences of dearth and disease, is well known 
and admitted ; but that every season brings its partial 
acflurge of both these evils to various remote and neglected 
districts in Ireland, has not been, what it ought long ainW 
to have been, an acknowledged and established fact in tin 
sanitary etatiatica of the country. Indeed, one wonU 
imagine, that after the many terrible visitations which ir8 
have had from deatitatloa and pestilence, a legiaktoW 
sincerely anxious for the health and comfort of the people, 
would have devoted itself, in some reasonable measure, to 
the humane consideration of such proper sumptuary iu>i 
sanitary enactments, as would have provided not odIj 
against the recurrence of these evils, but for a more en- 
lightened system of public health and cleanliness, and » 
better and more comfortable provision of food for the indigent 
and poor. As it is at present, provision-dealers of all kin^i 
raealmongers, forestallerg, butchers, bakers, and huxtersi 
combine together, and sustain such a general monopoly i^ 
food, as is at variance with the spirit of all law s"^ 
humanity, and constitutes a kind of artificial famine in ^^ 
country ; and surely these circumstances ought not 
jjermitted, so long as we have a delibefiitive legi 
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Hose duty it 13 to watch and guaixl the health and morals 
M the people. 

At tlie present period of our narrative, and especially on 
tte gloouiy morning following the Prophet 'a unconscious 
visit, to the grave of the murdered man, the popular outrages 
hi risen to an alarming height. Up to the preseat time 
toigicraa! oiitbreaka, by small and detached groups of 
iB^iriduala, had taken place at night or before dawn, and 
ruiher in a timid or furtive manner, than with the recklesa- 
M8S of men who assemble in large crowds, and set both law 
ud all conseqaences at open defiance. Now, however, desti- 
tWion and disease had wrought such woful work among 
llie general population, that it was difficult to know where 
whow to prescribe bounds to the impetuous resentment with 
ffhicli they expressed themselves against those who held 
dm large quantities of food in order to procure high prices. 
At this moment the country, with its waste, unreaped crops, 
ijing in a state of plashy and fermenting ruin, and its 
"iwoUt* and wintry aspect, was in frightful keeping with 
1» appearance of the people when thus congregated together, 
ne can only say, that the famine crowds of that awful year 
mili have been seen in order to be understood and felt. 
ITb whole country was in a state of dull but frantic tumult, 
ui the wild crowds, as they came and went in the perpetra- 
uon of their melancholy outrages, were worn down by such 
1»nling evidences of general poverty and suffering, as were 
•Mugh to fill the heart with fear as well as pity, even to 
'«k upon. Their cadaverous and emaciated aspects had 
''niething in them so wild and wolfish, and the fire of famine 
bliied BO savagely in their hollow eyes, that many of them 
'"oked like creatures changed from their very humanity by 
*itte judicial plague, that had been sent down from heaven 
lo punish and desolate the land. And in truth there is no 
'loabt whatsoever, that the intensity of their sufferings, and 
Bkutaral panic which was occasioned by the united 
^^BB of disease and famine, had weakened the i^weta 



ol their nnderstanding, and impressed upon tliei*' 
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and features an expression which seemed partly *^ 
excitement of temporary frenzy, and partly the dull, ^^' 
apathy of fataity — a state to which it ia well kno"^. 
misery, sicknoas, and hunger, all together, had brought 
the strong intellect and reason of the wretched and la 
maltitudea. Nor was this state of feeling 
who were goaded by the frightful Bufferings that prtl 
On the contrary, thousands became victims of a qi 
powerful contagion which spread the insane spirit ot 
at a rapid rate, affecting many during the course ot 
who in the early part of the morning had not partaken 
influence. To no other principle than this can 
the wanton and irrational outrages of many of the 
Every one acquainted with such awful visitations 
know that their terrific realities cause them, by wild 
encea that run through whole masses, to forget 
y decencies and restraints of ordinary life, until fear 
shame, and the becoming respect for order, all of ~ 
constitute the moral safety of society, are thrown 
resolved into the great tyrannical instinct of self pi 
which, when thus stimulated, becomes what may be 
the insanity of desolation. We know that the most 
animals, as well as the most timid, will, when impel 
its ravenous clamours, aliks forget every other appetil 
that which is necessary for the sustainment of life. Xfi 
by it alone, they will sometimes approach and ass 
habitations of man, and, in the fury of the moment, 
themselves to his power, and dare his resentment — 
a famine mob will do, when urged by the same instincl 
year of scarcity. 

There is no beast, however, in the deepest jungle of 
itself, so wild, savage, and ferocious, as a human mob, w] 
left to its own blind and headlong impulses. On the morning 
in question, the whole country was pouring forth its famished 
hordes to intercept meal-carts and provision vehicles of 
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descriptions, on their way to markst, or to tte next seaport 
tor shipment ; or to attack the granaries of contractors or 
jffovision-dealers, and all who, having food in large quanti- 
ties, refused to give it gratis, or at & nominal price, to the 
poor. Carts and cars, therefore, mostly the property of un- 
offending persona, were stopped on the highways, there 
hrofcen, and the food which they cairied openly taken away, 
«nd, in case of resistance, those who had charge of them 
were severely beaten. Mills were also attacked and pillaged, 
and in many instances large quantities of itour and grain not 
only carried off, but wantonly and wickedly strown about 
lie BtreetB and destroyed. 

Id all these acts of violence there was very little shouting ; 
the (act being, that the wretched people were not able to ' 
shout, unless on rare occasions ; and sooth to say, their 
vociferations were then but a faint and feeble echo of the 
aoiay tumulta which in general characterize the proceedings 
<i excited and angry crowds. Truly, these pitiable gatherings 
aid their own peculiarities of misery. During the progress 
of ilie pillage, individuals of every age, sex, and condition — 
» far as condition can be applied to the lower classea^might 
waeeo behind ditches, in remote nooks— in porches of houses, 
*oA many on the open highways and streets, eating, or rather 
pbbJing up raw flour or oatmeal ; others, more fortunate, 
were tearing and devonring bread, with a fnry, to which 
only the unnatural appetites of so many famished maniacs' 
"wiU be compared. As might be expected, most of these 
iMOiiBiderate acts of license were punished by the conae- 
iwncea which followed them. Sickness of various descrip- 
''™*i giddiness, retchings, fainting-fits, convulsions, and, in 
"'BK cases, death itself, were induced by this wolfish and 
frighlfiil gluttony on the part of the starving people. Others, 
'"'wever, who poaaessed more sense, and maintained a greater 
™»traint over their individual sufferings, might be seen in all 
hurrying home, loaded with provisions of the moat 
description, under which they tottered and ^autfid, 
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ftsd aonetuaes fell attfrly prostrate from recent illness, or 
UwinerB exhaosdon of want. Aged people, grey-haired old 
men, and cU women bent with sge, exhibited a wild and 
excited xlacrity tint was grevious to witness, whilst tirjiiB;; 
faotDewuds—if they had a home, or if not, to the first friendly 
shelisr they conld get — a kind of dim exulting joy feelly 
M-».i'.ijT iQ their heavy eyes, and a wild sense of nnexpectfd 
good fortone working in tmnatoral play npon the masclegcJ 
their wrinkled and miserable faces. The ghastly impressions 
of famine, however, were not confined to those who compoeed 
the crowds. Even the children were little living akeletma, 
wan and yellow, with a spirit of pain and suffering legibb 
npon their fleshless but innocent features ; whilst the va? 
dogs, as was well observed, were not able to bark, for, indeed, 
such of them as survived, were nothing bat ribs and aik. 
At all events, they assisted in making up the tembla 
picture of general misery which the country at large pre- I 
sented. Both day and night, but at night especially, tbeir 
hungry howlings could be heard over the country, or ining' 
ling with the wailings which the people were in the habit of 
pouring over those whom the terrible typhus was sweepi"! 
away with such wide and indiscrinunating fatality. 

Our readers may now perceive, that the sufferings of thsBS 
unhappy crowds, before they had been driven to thesa acts 
of violence, were almost beyond belief.' At an earlier period 

' It is as well to state here that the season described in this mIb " 
the dreadful and melanolioly one of 1817; and we may add, lb*' 
in order to avoid the charge of having exaggerated the aim*' 
incredihle Bufieriugs of the people in that year, we have stndiou^f 
kept our descriptions of them within the limits of truth. DooMt 
Corrigan, in his ahla and very seasonable pamphlet " Os FrfW 
ASH Pamine a9 Cau8k AND ErFEnT IN Ihklamd" — a pamphlet, lij 
the way, which has been the means of conveying most imporWn» 
truths to atateamen, and which ought to be looked on as a gi*' 
public benefit — has confirmed the accuracy of the gloomy piolof* 
I was forced to draw. Here follows on estract or two i^ 

" It is scarcely necessary to call to recollection the b 
1B16, culd and wst — com nncnt in November, or rotting b 
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B Sdason, when the potatoes coald not yet be ilug, miser- 
might be seen early in the momirg, and, in fact, 
; all houra of the day, gathering weeds of varioua 

■Tea on Che groacd ; potatoes not ripened (and when unripe 
Ibcre cannot be worse food), containing more water than nntri- 
BtBDl ; straw at snch an extravagant price as to render the obtain- 
llkg trf it for bedding almost impoBsible, and when procured, retaiu- 
■^ fn>m its balf-fermented state so mnch moisture, that the use 
, perhaps, worse than the want of it. The same agent that 
toyed tiia hwrest spoiled the turf. Seldom had such a multi- 
" a of evila come together. In some of the former years, 
h food and bedding were deficient, the portion sftved was of 
ality, and fuel was not wanting ; but in 1816 every comfort 
ight have oorapensated for partial want was absent. This 
1 applies to the two years of 1816 and 1817. In mid- 
rr of 1817, the blaze of fever was over the entire country. It 
it forth almost in a thouaand difierent points. Within the 
« of a month, in the summer of 1817, the epidemic sprung 
D Tramore, TongbaJ, Kinaale, Tralee and Clonmel, inCarrick- 
pr, BoBcrea,6a!]ina, Gastlebar, Belfast, Armagh, Omagb, Lon- 
f, UoQastereven, Tullamore, and Slane. This simultaneous 
It ahoiTS that there must have been some universal cause." 

\e poor were deprived of employment, and were driven from 

«W where before they hail always received relief, lest they 

i introdace disease with them. Thus, destitution and fever 

rioions circle, each impelling the other, while want 

nee of mind aggravated a thousandfold the terrible inflic- 

I Of the miaeries that attend a visitation of epidemic fever, 

a form a conception. The mere relation of the scenes that 

' 1 the conntry, even in one of its laat visitations, makes 

}T in reading them. Aa Barker and Cheyna observe in 

BSeporl, ' a volume might be filled with instances of the dia- 

" »ed by the visitation of (ever in 1817.' 

B the road leading from Cork, within a mile of the town 

mk), I Tiaited a woman labouring under typhus ; on her left 

thild very ill, at the foot of the bed another child joat able to 

I about, and on her right the corpse of a third child who had 

■ ro days previously, which the unhappy mother could not get 

' '—titter /rem Dr. O'Lear//, Kanturk. 

1 Fagan, a young woman, whose husband was obliged, in 

■ek employment, to leave her almost destitute in a misar- 

tMu, with three children, gave the shelter of her not to a 
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1 order to sustain life ; and. happy were they 
wlo covid procure o. few LaudfTiJa of joimg nettles, ohicken- 
weed, soirell, preshagh, bnglaas, or sea-weed, to bring home 

poor beggar who had ftn-er. She herself caught the diseaae, toi 
fmm ibe terror created in the neighbourhood, wna, with her thiW^ 
children, deserted, except that Eome person \tit a little water wi 
milk at the window far the children, one about four, the other tboit 
Uuce years old, and the other an infant at her breast. In thii nij 
she coctiitDed for a week, when a neighbour sent her a loaf ol 
bread, which was left in the window. Four days after this he giw 
imeasy about her, and one night, having prepared aouie tea (ul 
bread, he set off to her relief. Wbenhe arTiTed,the following soeM 
presented itself : in the window lay the loaf, where it had been te- 
posited fonr days previously; in one corner of the cabin, on a )3;tl* 
straw, without covering of any kind, lay the wretched nwtW 
actually dying, and her infant dead by her side for the waDttl 
that sustenance which she had not to give; on the iioor lay ihi 
children to all Bppoaratic« dying alao of cold and hunger. U 
first they refused to take anything, and ha bad to pour a HtU 
liquid down their throats ; with the cautious administration d 
food they gradually recovered. The woman expired before ita 
visitor quitted the house.'— ieiier_/rom Dr. Matarlney, Mwiioac 

" ' A man, liis wife, aud two children lay together m faver. lb* 
man died in the night ; his wife, nearly convalescent, was so t«m- 
fied with his corise in the same bed witli her, that she relai«i 
and died in two days aft«r ; the children recovered from lever, tBt 
the eldeat of them lost hia reason by the fright. Many Wiw 
wretched scones have I witnessed, which would be too tedioas M 
relate.'— Borier and Cfiei/ne's Ms'port. 

" I know not of any visitation so much to be dreaded as epidenilB 
fever; it is worse than plague, for it lasts througli all seasom 
Cholera may seem more frightful, but it is in reality less dcstrsc- 
tive — it terminates rapidly in deatli, or in as rapid recovery;!** 
visitation, too, is short, and it leaves those who recover unimpsiw^ 
inhealth and strength. Civil war, were it cot tor its crimes, woou 
be, as far as regards the welfare of a country, a visitation leas tol» 
dreaded than epidemic fever. 

" It ia not possible, then, to fortn an exaggerated picture of ^ 
sufferings of a mUlion aivi a ha{fot people in these countries, in theii 
convalesoance from fever, deprived of, not only the comfort*, Im' 
even the necessaries of life, vhh soanty food, and fuel, and ob<I^' 
ing, only rising from fever to (all victims slowly to those numwo* 
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I foody either for themselves or their unfortunate children. 
ithers again, were glad to creep or totter to stock-farms, 
t great distances across the country, in the hope of being 
Ue to procure a portion of blood, which, on such melancholy 
Qoasions, is taken from the heifers and bullocks that graze 
here, in order to prevent the miserable poor from perishing 
ly tctnal starvation and death. 

Alas, little do our English neighbours know or dream of / 

Hhe horrors which attend a year of severe famine in this 

imbappy country. The crowds which kept perpetual and 

boeBsant siege to the houses of wealthy, and even of strug- 

^ing small farmers, were such as scarcely any pen could 

facrifae. Neither can we render anything like adequate 

JDBtice to the benevolence and charity — nay, we ought to say, 

ttegBUfirosity and magnanimity of this and the middle classes 

in general. In no country on earth could such noble instances 

of self-denial and sublime humanity be witnessed. It has 

hppened, in thousands of instances, that the last miserable 

Bonel, the last mouthful of nourishing liquid, the last 

potatoe, or the last sixpence, has been divided with wretched 

•wl desolate beings who required it more, and this, too, by 

P*Bons who, when that was gone, knew not to what quarter 

fcy oould turn with a hope of replacing for themselves that 

'lich they had just shared in a spirit of such genuine and 

halted piety. 

It was to such a state of general tumult that the Prophet 
^ his family arose on the morning of the following day. 
As usual, he was grim and sullen, but on this occasion his 
^ had a pallid and sunken look in it, which apparently 
•<Ued at least ten years to his age. There was little spoken, 
*nd after breakfast he prepared to go out. Sarah, during the 

cbonic diseases that are sure to sei^e upon enfeebled constitutions. 
l*tih would be to many a more merciful dispensation tlian such 
'^overy." — Famine and Fever^ as Cause and Effect in Ireland, etc., etc, 
%D. J. CoRRioAN, Erfi., M.D., M.R.C.S.E. Dublin: J. Fannin & 
^ Grafton Street. 
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whole morning, watched his looks, and paid 
tion to everything he said. He appeared 
utterly unconscious of the previous night's 
which his daughter easily perceived, and ' 
her to feel a kind of vague compassion for hi 
of the advantage it might give to Nelly ove 
she began to participate in her father's fea 
of that stubborn but superstitious personage 

'^ Father/' said she, as he was about to go 
ask' where you are goin' ? " 

" It's neither fair nor foul," he replied ; 
satisfaction to you to know, I won't tell yon 

" Have you any objection, then, that I she 
of the way with you ? " 

" Not if you have come to your senses, as 
what I mentioned to you." 

" I have something to say to you," she 
noticing the allusion he had made ; '' son 
ought to know." 

" An' why not mention it where we are ? ' 

" Bekase I don't wish her there to know i 

" Thank you, ma'am," replied Nelly ; " I f i 
— an' dear me, what a sight of wisdom I'll ] 
out o' the saicret — saicret, indeed ! A fig 
your saicret ; maybe I have my saicret as we 

" Well, then," replied Sarah, " if yon hj 
yours as I'll keep mine, an' then we'll b 
father, for I must go from home, too. Indc 
is the last day I'll be with either of you for i 
be ever." 

" What do you mane ? " said the father. 

" Hut ! " said the mother, " what a goose 3 
Hanlon, to be sure ; I suppose she'll run off 
thin God pity him, or any one that's doomed 
wid you ! " 

Sarah's eyes flashed like lightning, and h^ 
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rith that estraordinary energy which always accom- 
p the manifestation of her resentment. 

1 will," said she, approaching the other — "yon will, 
r escape the other day ; you— no, ah t no — I won't 
[ forgot myseK. Come, father — come, come ; my last 
I with her is over." 
" retnmed Nelly, as they went out, " there you go, an' 
set pair yon are — father and daughter ! " 
" Now, father," resumed Sarah, after they had got out of 
aring, " will you tell me if you slep' well last night ? " 
*' Why do you ax ? " ho replied ; " to be sure I did." 
"Itellyonwhy I ax," she answered ;" do youkoow that 
m went last night— in the middle of the night— to the 
ordhered man's grave, in the glen there ? " 
It ia impossible to express the look of astoniahment and 
amay which he turned upon her at these word,?. 
" S&rah ! " said he sternly ; but aha interrupted him. 
" It'§ thruth," said she ; " an' I went with you." 
"What are you spaliin' about? Ble go out, aa' not know 
l! Nonsense!" 
"Yoa went in your sleep," she rejoined. 
" Did I spake ? " said he, with a blank and ghastly look. 
•Yottdid." 

« What, what— tell me— eh ? What did I say ? " 
"Yon talked a good deal, an' said that it was Condy Dalton 
^t murdhered him, and that you had Bed Roddy to prove 



" That was what I said ?— eh, Sarah ? " 
"That's what you said, an' I thought it v 



*Uy 



i only right to 



"It was right, Sarah ; but, at the same time, at tie peril of 

'OBt life, never folly me there again. Of conrse you know 

<*wlli«f Sullivan's buried there." 

" I do," said she : "buttliats no great comfort, altboDgh 

I to know that you didn't murdher him. At any rate, 

I remember what I touIJ jou about Condy Dalton. 
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Lave him to Qod ; an' jist, that yoa may fed 
to feel on the subject, suppose you were in 
suppose for a minute that it was yourself tha 
— then asky would you like to be dragged < 
hangedy in your ould age, like a dog — a die 
longin' to you. Father, I'll believe that Coi 
dhered him, when I hear it from his own 
then. Now, good-bye. You won't find me 8 
come back, I think." 

" Why, where are you goin' ? " 

" There's plenty for me to do," she replii 
sick an' the dyin' on all hands about me, an 
any one that has a heart in their body, to see 
tures gaspin' for want of a dhrop of cowld w; 
lips, or a hand to turn them where they lie. 
many poor sthrangers is lyin' in ditches an' 
outhouses, without a livin' bein' a'most to 
reach them any single thing they want ; no, ] 
the priest to them, that they might die reco 
mighty. Isn't it a shame, then, for me, an' 
that has health an' strength, an' nothin' * 
fellow-creatures dyin' on all hands about me 
very assistance that I can afford them, 
wouldn't live in the house with that woma: 
that, an' that I oughtn't." 

" But aren't you afeard of catchin' this ten 
takin' away so many, if you go among them 1 

" Afeard ! " she replied ; " no, father, I fee 
of that or anything else. If I die, I lave a Mi 
had much happiness in, an' I know that I'll 
again in it. What, then, have I to fear frc 
change for me must now be for tho betther ; 
can hardly be for the worse. No — my happi 

" What, in Heaven's name, is the matter w 
her father ; "an' what brings the big tearg 
that way ? " 
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" aaid she; and an she spoke, a melancholy 

t, at once sad and brilliant, irradiated her features. " It's 

likely, father, that ever you'll see me under your roof 

Forgive me all my follies now, maybe it's the last 

k ever yonll have an opportunity." 

' 'at, you foolish girl ; go in oat o' this, I say ; it's enough 
a one to hear the like o' you spake that way — sioh 

e stood and looked at him for a moment, and the light of 

KBinUe gradually deepened, or rather faded away, until 

; remained bat a face of CKquisite beauty, deeply 

k>wed by anxiety and distress. 

i prophet pursued his way to Dick o' tha Grange's, 

ler, indeed, he was bent ; and Sarah, having looked after 

J lor a moment with a troubled face, proceeded in the 

|Btion of old Dalton's, with the sufferings and pitiable 

ineee of whose family she was already but too well 

Her journey across the country presented her 

^little else thaa records of death, suffering, and outrage. 

g the roads the funerals were so freqnent, that, in gene- 

y excited no particular notice. They could, in fact, 

lely be termed funerals, inasmuch as they were now no- 

j tnore than sq^ualid and meagre-looking knots of those 

9 immediately related to the deceased, hniTying on- 

Ed, with reckless speed and disturbed looks, to the church- 

\, where their melancholy burthen was hastily covered up 

k scarcely any exhibition of that simple and affecting de- 

1, or of those sacred and natnral sorrows, which in other 

■staacea throw their tender but solemn light over the 

i of death. As she went along, new and more 

g objects of distress attracted her notice. In dry and 

tered places she observed little temporary sheds, which, 

n consequence of the dreadful panic which always accompa- 

iiies art epidemic in Ireland, had, to a timid imagination, 

Kthiiig fearful about them, especially when it is considE 

i death and contagion were then at work in ihcm in 
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such terrible shapes. To Sarah, however, ihi&y 
80 far from that, a great portion of the day wi 
in relieving their wretched, and, in many c 
mates, as well as she conld. She brought t 
fires for them, £xed up their sheds, and even 
them from the neighbours aroimd, and, as fai 
did everything to ease their pain, or soothe 
ments by the consolation of her sympathy, 
family on the highway, worn with either illn< 
perhaps an unhappy mother, surrounded by a 
bearing, or rather tottering under a couple of 
who were unable to walk — she herself, perlu 
was often the case — she would instantly take < 
of the poor creature^s arms,. and carry it in her 
she happened to go in that direction, utterly c 
tagion or all other consequences. 

In this way was she engaged, towards even; 
turn of the road she was met by a large crowd 
headed by Red Roddy, Tom Dalton, and many 
parish who were remarkable only for a tendenc 
and outrage ; for we may remark here, that on 
as we are describing, it is generally those who 
least, and have but little or nothing to complai 
the misguided and thoughtless people into cr 
mately into punishment. 

The change that had come over young Dalt( 
ful ; he was not half his former size ; his clot 
in rags, his hat without a crown, his bear 
face half black with dirt, and his whole aspec 
ance that of some miscreant in whom it wa 
say whether the ruffian or the idiot predon 
He appeared now in his glory, frantic and 
but amidst all this drivelling impetuosity, it wa 
to detect some desperate and unshaken purpose 
but violent and blood-shot eye. 

Far different from him was Red Roddy, wh 
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I eectioD of them with an easy but knowing swagger ; 
adding his head with some wonderful purpose which 
Hy could understand ; or winking at some acquaintance 
I an iitdefiaite meaning, that set tkem a-guessiug at it 
It was easy to see that he was a knave, but one 
e knaves on whom no earthly reliance could bo placed, 
who would betray to-morrow, for good reasons, and 
mt & moment's hesitation, those whom he bad corrupted 

i, Tom," said Roddy, " we have scattered a few of 
mongerin' vagabonds — weren't you talkin' about 
I voteen, oald Darby Skinadre? The villain 
KsUowed Peggy Murtagh an' her child to starve to 

Aren't we to pay him a visit ? " 
llton coughed several times to clear his throat; a settled 
J having given a frightful hollowness to his voice 
kr," said he — " ha, ha, ha — by the broken heart she 
e'll — eh, Roddy, what are we to do to bJTii ?" 
Idy looked significantly at the crowd and grinned, 
toncbed his forehead, and pointed at Dalton. 
Lftt boy's up to everything," said he, " he's the man 
1 ua all — ah, ha! " 
lever mind laughin' at him, any way," observed one 
I friends, " maybe it you suffered what he did, poor 
■r, »ii' his family too, that it's not fan you'd be makin' 

" asked a new-comer, " what's wi'ong wid him ? " 
Va not at himself," replied the other, " ever since he 
lie fciver ; that, they say, an' the death of a very 
■ girl he was goin' to be married to, has put him beside 
" r, the Lord save us ! " 

I on now,'" shouted Tom, in his terrible voice, 

fcTfl the greatest of all before us still. Who wants meal 

Come on, I say— La, ha, hal Is there any of you 

J" ? Is there any of you goiu' to die for want ol 

Now'b your time— ho, ho! Now, Peggy, now. 
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Amn't I doin' it? Ay am I, an' it's all 
Peggy dear, for I swore by the broken '. 
of — ay, an' didn't I tell you that last nighi 
where I slep'. No, he wouldn't — he won 
— now — he'll see the differ — ay an' feel it too. 
shouted, " whoever's hungry, folly me ! ha, h 

This idiotic but ferocious laugh echoing 
purpose, was appalling ; but the people v 
he had suffered only felt it as a more foi 
to outrage. Darby's residence was now qui 
in a few minutes it was surrounded by su 
both of men and women, as no other occa 
bring together. The people were, in fact, 
their own garments ; some were without ca 
to protect them from the elements, having 1 
wretches, to part with them for food ; othei 
or handkerchiefs upon their heads instead of 
proof that they were only in a state of con 
fever — the women stood with dishevelled 
them half naked, and others leading their 
or bearing them in their arms ; altogether 
such an appearance as was enough to wrin^ 
heart with compassion and sorrow for their s 

On arriving at Darby's house, they foun 
not deserted. At first, Tom Dal ton knock 
the door to be opened, but the women wh( 
whether with shame or with honour to th< 
a loss to say, felt so eager on the occasic 
the purpose of avenging Peggy Murtagh, 
not a moment in shivering in the window 
the house with stones and missiles of every > 
a few minutes the movement became so gen 
taneous that tlie premises were a perfect wre 
was to be seen but meal and flour, and food oJ 
tion, either borne off by the hungry crow 
most wickedly and wantonly through the 
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in the very midst ol tho timnilt, Tom Dalton was seen 
dragging poor Darby out by the throat, and over to the 
eeatre of the street. 

" Now," said ho, " here I have you at last — ha, ha, ha ! " 
— his voice, by the way, as he spoke and laughed, had be- 
come fearfnliy deep and hollow — " now, Peggy dear, didn't 
I awear it — by the broken heart yon died of, I said, an' Fll 
keep that eacred oath, darlin'." 

Whilst speaking, the thin fleshlesa face of the miser was 
becoming black^his eyes were getting blood-shot, and, in 
a very short time, strangulation must have closed his 
wretched existence, when a yonng and tall female threw 
herself by a bound upon Dalton, whom she canght by the 
throat, precisely as he himself had caught Darby. It was 
Sarah, who saw that there was but little time to lose in 
order to save the wretch's life. Her grip was so effectual 
that Dalfcon was obliged to relax his hold npon the other, 
(or the purpose of defending himgelf. 

"Who is this?" said he— "let me go, yon had better, 
till I have his life ; let me go, I say ! " 

** It's one," she replied, " that's not afeard but ashamed 
o£ you. Yon, a young man, to go to strangle a weak, 
hdplee^, ould creature, that hasn't strength or breath to 
defend himself no more than a child." 

"Didn't he starve Peggy Murtagh ? " replied Tom, "ba, 
lia, ha ! — didn't he starve her and her child ? " 

"No," she replied aloud, and with glowing cheeks, "it's 
Uae; it wasn't he but youraeli that starved her and her 
child. Who desartad her— who brought her to shame ? an' 
to Barrow in her own heart and in the eyes of the world ? 
Who Je(t lor to the blither and vile tongues o( the whole 
ooonthry? Who refuBed tn marry her, and kept her so 
tiiat sho couldn't raise her face before her fellow -creatures ? 
Who »ent her, without hope, or any exiiectation of happi- 
* to thia life — this miserable life — to the glens and lonely 
dttchos about the neighbourhood, whore she did nothing 
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bat shed bitther tears of despair and shame a 
lot you brought her to? An' when she wai 
the wide world, and hadn't a friendly face 
Gtxl's, an' when one kind word from your li 
her hope, an' comfort, an' happiness, where 
where was that kind word that would a' sa 
the ould man go, you unmanly coward ; it w 
starved her ; it was yourself that starved '. 
her heart ! " 

"Did yez hear that?" said Dalton, "ha 
it's all thrue — she has tould me nothing bu 
here, then, take the ould vagabond away wit 
what you like with him — 

" * I am a bold and rambling boy, 
My lodging's in the Isle of Throy 
A rambling boy although I be, 
I'd lave them all an' folly thee ! ' 

Ha, ha, ha ! but come, boys, pull away ; w 
wreck of his house, at any rate." 

" Wreck away," said Sarah, " I have nothi 
that ; but I think them women — mad-womc 
call them — might considher that there's mai 
mouth would be glad to have a little of 
throwin' about so shamefully. Do you co 
Darby ; I'll save you as far as I can, an' at 
able." 

" I will, achora,^^ replied Darby, " an' may G 
for you have saved my life ; but why should 
me ? Sure the world knows, an' God knows, 1 
bleeds " 

" Whisht ! " she exclaimed, " the world a: 
knows it's a lie, if you say that your heart bl 
thing but the destruction that you see on y( 
you had given Peggy Murtagh the meal, ehi 
livin' woman to-day; so no more falsehoods 
turn you back to Tom Dal ton's clutches." 
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" No, then," replied the trembling wretcli, " I won't ; but 
between you an' me, tJien — an' It needn't go farther— throth 

«iy heart bleeds for the severity that's " 

" One word more," she replied, " and I lave you to what 
jum'Il get," 

SBrab'a interference had a singular effect upon the crowd. 
» female portion of it having reflected upon her words, 
I fell and acknowledged their truth, because they in- 
principle of justice and affection to their sex; 
; the men, without annexing any moral consideration 
) matter, felt themselves mfluenced by her exquisite 
e and great beauty. 

Ihe's the Black Prophet's daughter," exclaimed the 
" and if the devil was in her, she tould Tom Dalton 
big but the truth, at any rate," 

jid they say the devil ia in her, the Lord save us, 

3 was in any one — keep away from her^my soul 

1 ! but she'd think no more of tearin' your eyes 

• atickin' you wid a case-knife, than you would of 

f bread and butther." 

I Father 1 " exclaimed another, " did you see the 

a of her eyes while she was spakin' ? " 

■o matther what she is," said a young fellow beside 

" the devil a purtier crature ever wag made ; be my 

[ only wish I had a thousand pounds, I wouldn't he 

Iwidottt a wife, at any rate 1 " 

a crowd, having wrecked Skinadre's dwelling, and car- 

loff and destroyed almost his whole stock of provisions, 

a different direction, with the intention of 

t similar visit to some similar character. Sarah and 

—tor ha durst not venture, for the present, towai'da 

1 house-^now took their way to the cabin of old 

y Dalton, where they arrived just in time to find the 

I rarrounded by the oiEcers of justice, and some mili- 

' thought Sarah, on seeing Ihem, " it ia done then. 
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and you lost little time about it. May Gk> 
father ! " 

They had scarcely entered, when one of thd c 
out a jmper, looked at it, and asked, " Isn't yot 
or Cornelius Dalton ? " 

" That is my name," said the old man. 

"I arrest you, then," he continued, "for 
one Bartholomew Sullivan." 

"It is the will of Gbd," replied the old nu 
tears flowed down his cheeks — " it's Gbd's wi 
consale it any longer. Take me away — I'l 
guilty ! " 



CHAPTER XXI 

CONDY DALTON GOES TO PRISON 

Thb scene that presented itself in Condy Dalt 
cabin was one, indeed, which might well har 
not utterly callous to human sympathy. Th< 
man had been sitting in the arm-chair we ha 

his chin resting on his breast, and his mh 
absorbed in deep and painful reflection, when 
justice entered. Many of our Landlord rea 
probably, of our Absentee ones, will, in the 
their ignorance regarding the actual state of th( 
/ most likely take it for granted that the picture 
to draw exists nowhere but in our own imagini 
to God that it were so ! Gladly and willingly ^ 
to ourselves all the shame, acknowledge all 
pay the highest penalty for all the moral guil 
representations, provided only any one acquai 
country could prove to us that we are wrong, c. 
ture, or, in other words, falsify the evidence 
and obliterate our experience of the truths we a 
Old Dalton was sitting, as we have said, in 
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Eot his lonaer respectability now left Mm— the old 
lir — when the raea bearing the warrant for his arrest 
(nseuted themselves. The raia was pouring down in that 
iloee, d»rk, and incessant fall which gives scarcely any hope 
|{ its ending, and eonBequentJy throws tha heart into that 
Uzions and gloomy state which every one can feel, and per- 
bkps DO one describe. 

The cabin in which the Daltons now lived was of the 
purest description. When ejected from their large holding 
hf Dick o' tha Grange, or, in other words, when anctianed 
DDt, they were nnhappily at a bag where to find a place in 
vbicb they conld tako a temporary refuge. A kind neigh- 
Itanr, who happened to have the cabin in question lying 
ucccapied, or rather waste, upon his hands, made them an 
«fier of it — not, as ho said, in the expectation that they 
oodld Uve in it for any length of time, but merely until they 
oomlii provide themselves with a more comfortable and suit- 
Ma kbode. 

*' Be wished," he added, " that it was better, for their 
mkee ; and sorry he was to see such a family brought so low 
■■ to live in it at all ! " 

Alas I he knew not at the time how deeply the unfortunate 
lanily in question were steeped in distress and poverty. 
They accepted this miserable cabin ; but, in spite of every 
•ffort to improve their condition, days, weeks, and months 
paeed, and still found them unable to moke a change for the 
better. 

When Darby and Sarah entered, they found young Con, 
vho had now relapsed, lying in one comer of the cabin, on 
a wretched shake-down bed of damp scraw ; whilst on 
toother, of the same description, lay his amiable and affec- 
tiooste BJater Nancy. The cabin stood, as we have said, in 
( tiaWf moist situation, the iloor of it being actually lower — 
wUeh is a common case — than the ground about it outside. 
^KMTTcd, therefore, as a receptacle for the damp and nnder- 
^Hbr whleh the incessant down-pouring of rain during the 
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whole season had occasioi 
to tread Dpoc the floor, it was so soft aiict 
rain, which fell heavily, now came down thro 
so many places that they were forced to pat 
vessels as they could spare, not even exception 
each of which were placed old clothes, doubled i 
pots, and little bowls, in order, if possible, to 
The hoi^se — if such it could be called — waa a 
of furniture, nothing but a few pots, dishes, -v 
horn spoons, and aome stools, being their prin 
with the exception of one standing, ehort-i 
corner near the fire. There, then, in that 1 
pestilential kraal, without chimney or wind 
man, who, notwithstanding its squalid misi 
looked upon it as a palace bad he baeu abl< 
his own heart, I am not a murderer. There; 
alone, surrounded by pestilence and famini 
fearful shapes, listening to the meanings of 
and the ceaseless dripping of the rain, whi 
the roof into the vessels that were placed to i 
Dalton was "out," a term which was use 
misery of the period to indicate that the pei 
applied had been driven to the last resource 
and his other daughter, Mary, had gone t( 
house to beg a little tire. 

As the old man uttered the words, no Ian 
scribe the misery which was depicted on his 

" Take me ! " he exclaimed ; " ah, no ; for 
become of these ? " pointing to his son and 
were sick. 

The very minions of the law felt for hiin ; ■ 
them said, in a voice of kindness and compasE 

" It's a distressin' case ; but if you'll be gu 
won't say anything that may be brought a, 
1 was never engaged," said he, looking towa 
Sarah, to whom he partly addi-essed hia discc 
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1 of hia age, bow, alther so 
t can't be helped ; vro mast 



thing so painfol aa this. A ms 
baay years! However — well- 
do our duty." 

^J^ "Where is the rest of your family ? " asked another of 
3 this young woman a daughter of yours ? " 
jKot at all," replied a third ; " this is a daughter to the 
le Prophet himself, and, by japers, you hardened gipsey, 
■little too bad for you to come to see how your blasted 
Esther's work gets on. It's his evidence that'a bringin' 
iicent ould man from his family to a gaol this miser- 
Ba off out o' this, I desire you ; I wondher 
Knot ashamed to be present here, above all places in the 
I, you brazen divil." 

iah'a whole soul, however, in all its best and noblest 

kthies, had passed Into and mingled with the scene of 

ftlleled misery which was then before her. She went 

y to the bed on which young Con was stretched, stooped 

I looking closely at him, perceived that he was in a 

1 and painful slumber. She then passed to that in 

k bis sister lay, and saw that she also was asleep. After 

e at each, she rubbed her hands with a kind of wild 

ictioD, and going up to old Dalton, exclairaed^for she 

t heard a syllable of the language used towards her 

B office of justice, — 

' said ehe, laying her hand apon his white hairs, 

■ftre to be pitied this night, poor ould man ! but which 

I, oh, which of you, is to be pitied most, you or them ? 

r wife, tflo, an' your other daughther, an' your other 

; but he's past undheratandiu' it ; oh, what will they 

&t your age, too — at your age ! Oh, couldn't you die? 

"n't yon contrive, some way, to die? — oooldn't you 

a great struggle, an' then break your heart at wanat, 

^ ever ? " 

I words were ottered rapidly, but in a low and 
, for she atill feared to awokeo those who 
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The old man had also been ataBorbed in 
he looked at her inqairingly, and only replied 

** Poor girl, what is it you're sayin' ? " 

'' I'm biddin' you to die," she replied, " i 
needn't be afeard of Gkxl ; He has punished ; 
the crime you have committed. Try an' die, 
if you can't — oh ! " she exclaimed, " I pray i 
that he, there" — and she ran and bent ov 
bed for a moment — " that you — that you mai 
or live to see what you must see." 

'' It's a fact that between hunger and this 
tinned he who had addressed her last, " they 
that there's a great number of people silly ; 
lady is downright mad ; what do you mane, 3 

Sarah stared at him impatiently, but withe 

'' He doesn't hear me," she added, again pt 
in a distracted manner upon Dalton's grey 
but since it can't be so, there's not a minute 
take him away now," she proceeded, '' take I: 
they're asleep, an' before his wife an' daughtl 
take him away now, and spare him, spare tli 
all as much sufferin' as you can." 

" Thoro's not much madness in that, Jack 
of tlicm ; *' I think it would be the best thi: 
Are you ready to come now, Dal ton ? " asked 

" Who's that," said the old man, in a voi 
able woe and sorrow, " who^s that was talk: 
lioart ? Oh, God ! " he exclaimed, looking up 
a look of intense agony, " support me — suppo: 
it be your blessed will, pity us all ; but al 
pity them, oh, heavenly Father, and don't p 
my sin ! " 

" It's false ! " exclaimed Sarah, looking c 
reasoning apparently with herself ; " he nev 
could-blooded murdher ; an' the Sullivans 
take him away," she said, still in a low, rapi 
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PBa away. Come, now," she added, approaching Dalton 
bgoin, " come, while they're aaleep, an' you'll save them an' 
yowself moch distress. I'm not afoard of your wife, for 
■be can bear it, if any wife could ; but I do your poor 
danghther, an' she so wake an' ieeble afther her illnesa — 
come." 

Dalton looked at her, and said, "Who ia this girl that 
aeeaos to feel so much for me ? but whoever she is, may Grod 
"hteaa her, for I feel that she's right. Take me away before 
they waken ! oh, she is right in every word she says, for I 
■n not afeard of my wife — her tru3t in God is too firm for 
laojrtliiiig to shake. I'm ready; but I fear I'll scarcely be 
aUe to walk all the way — an' sich an evenin', too. Young 
^WOniaD, will you break this business to these ones, and to 

Hy wife, as well as you can ? " 

"Oh, I will, I will," she replied; "as well as I can; you 
I did well to say so," she added, in a low voice to herself; 
'**>n' I'll stay here with your sick family, an' I'll watch an' 
lattood them. Whatever can be done by the like o' me for 
I tliem, I'll do ; rU— 111 not lave them— I'll nurse them— I'll 
I tike C4re of them — 111 beg for them — oh, what would I not 
I do for them ? " and, whilst speaking, she bent over yonng 
I Ceo's bed, and clasping her hands, and wringing them several 
I iJBies, she repeated, " oh, what wouldn't I do for you '. " 
"May God bless you, best of girla, whoever you are. 

Ome, now, I'm ready." 
"Ay," said Sarah, running over to him; "that's right — 

ni break the bitther news to them as well as it can be done ; 

tDtne, BOW." 
The old man stood in the midst of this desolation, with bia 

btt in bia hand, and he looked towards the beds. 
" Poor things ! " he exclaimed ; " what a change has come 

Wer you, from what you wanst, an' that not long since, wor. 

bnr, my darlin' cMdre— oh, never did one harsh or nnduti- 

■bmrd Donne from ymir lips to your unhappy father. In 

^Hhld BgQ and misery I'm now lavin' you— maybe for ever 
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— never, maybe, to see yoa agiin in tlus im 
God, if we are never to meet in the other- 
an' the guilty is never to meet, then this im 
yon, for everlastin', for everlaetin' ! I can't < 
weeping bitterly; ''I must take my lave o 
kiiis their lips." 

Sarah, while he spoke, had uttered two or 
Hobs; but she shed no tear; on the oontrar 
singularly animated and brilliant. She pat 
him, and said, in a soothing and solicitous to 

'^ Oh, no, it's all thrue ; but if you kiss 
turb and waken them — an' then, you kno^ 
you taken away in this manner, an' hears 
may be their death." 

" Thrue, achora — thrue ; well, I will on! 
then. Let me keep my eyes on them for a li 
the last time — maybe they may go first, and 
first — the last time, maybe, for everlastii 
them ! " 

He went over, as he spoke, Sarah still ] 
upon his arm, as if to intimate her anxiety t( 
Huc/h control as might prevent her from a 
and Htanding iirst over the miserable bed wl 
lie looked down upon her. 

" Ay," said he, whilst the tears showered 
"there lies a child that never vexed a p 
ruffled one of our tempers. May my blessin 
sin', or can be a blessin' " 

"It is, it is," said Sarah, with a quick, sh 
blessin', an' a holy blessin' ; but bless him— 

" May my blessin' rest upon you, or rather 
of Almighty God rest upon you, daughter of 
you, too," ho proceeded, turning to the oth 
liim that among them all I loved the best — ; 
called afther myself. May my blessin' an' 
God an' my Saviour rest upon you, my darl 
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: see either of you in thta imhappy worH, grant, oh 
■iful Father, that -we may meet in the glory of heaven, 
1 the stain will be taken away from me for that crime 
■I have repented for so long an' ao bittherly ! " 

, whilst be spoke, had let go his arm, and, placing 
hands over her eyes, her whole breast quivered ; and 
, on looking at her, saw the tears gushing out in for- 
^ from between her fingers. She turned round, however, 
i few moments, as it to compose herself ; and when she 
1 approached the old man, there was a smile — a smile, 
■BDt, but agitated, in her eyes and upon her lips. 

V," she proceeded, "you have said all you can 
I come, go with them. Ah ! " she exclaimed, with a 
t of pain, " all we've done, or tried to do, is lost, I doubt. 
fB his wife an' daughter. Come out now," said she, ad- 

5 him ; " say a word or two to them outside." 
bt as she spoke, Mrs. Dalton and the poor invalid, Mary, 
I the house ; the one with some scanty supply of food, 
Bthe other bearing a live ccal between two turf— one 
, and the other over it. 

pFait," said Sarah, "I'll speak to them before they come 
I and, ere the words were nttered, she met them. 

me here, Mrs. Dalton," said she; "stop a minute, 
) to this poor girl, an' support her. These sogers an' 
tables inside is come about Sullivan's business, long 



IIehow it," replied Mrs. Dalton; "I've just heard all 
t it, there beyond; but she," pointing to her daughter, 
p only crossed the ditch from the commons, an' joined me 
ptninate." 
OiTO me these," said Sarah to the girl, " and stay here 
t oome ODt again, wet as it is. Your mother will tell 

i took the fire from her as she spoke, and, running in, 

lit upon the hearth, placing, at the same time, two or 

I tnrf about it in u hurried manner, but still in a way 
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that argued great presence of mind, amidst all 
On going out again, however, the first objec 
one of the soldiers supporting the body of j 
had sunk under the intelligence. Mrs. Dalton 
the cabin, and laid down the miserable pittanc 
she had been carrying, now waved her hand 
and singular calmness, but at the same tii 
pallid as death itself. 

" This is a solemn hour," said she, " an* a 
this place of misery. Keep quiet, all of you. 
this is about, dear Condy," she said ; " I knc 
is the value of our faith, if it doesn't teach 
Eliss your child here," said she, " an' go — or 
to say, for I will go with you. It's not to \h 
that she couldn't bear it, weak, an' worn, an 
broken as she is. Bless her, too, before you 
girl," she said, pointing to Mary, and addressii 
will spake to her, an' support her as well as yc 
with them all for an hour or two. I can't lav« 

Dalton, whilst she spoke, had taken Mary in 
as in the case of the others, blessed her with 
surpassed by his sorrow and utter despair. 

" I will stay with them," said Sarah ; "do: 
— not for an hour or two, but till they come t 
death ; so I've tould him." 

"It's a bitther case," said Mrs. Dalton — "a 
but then it's God's gracious will, an' them thj 
chastises. Blessed be His name for all He do 
be His name even for this ! " 

Mary now recovered in her father's arms ; ai 
in a low but energetic voice, pointing to the bee 

" Think of them, darlin'. There now, pa 
This world, I often tould you, dear Mary, is ) 
but our passage ; an' although it's painful, let 
that it's God Himself that's guidin' an' direct! 
it. Come, Con dear — come." 
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II long, moumfiil embrace, and another sorrowful but lev- 
t blessing, and with a feeble effort at consolation, Dalton 
1 with the weeping girl ; and, placing bis hat on hia 
e head, he gave one long look — one indescribable look— 
II all that was so dear to him in this scene of unatterable 
', and departed. He had not gone far, however, when 
Itumed a step or two towards the door ; and Mary, hav- 
noticed this, went to him, and throwing her arms once 
B abont his neck, exclaimed, — 

Ohl father, darlin', an' is it come to this? Oh, did we 
f complain or gmmble about all we suffered, while we had 
I with us? no, we wouldn't. What was our snfferic's, 
■ dear? Nothin'. But oh, nothin' ever broke our 
: throubied us, but to see you in sieh sorrow." 
jit's thme, Maiy darlin' ; you wor all a blessin' to me ; 
t feel, threasure of my heart ! that my sorrows won't be 
I before your eyea ; my sorrows an' my cares will soon be 
It's about Tom I came back, Och, sure I didn't care 
C he or we might suffer, if it had plaised God to lave him 
B aenses ; but maybe now he's happier than we are. Tell 
^if he can undherstand it, or when he does undheratand 
lat I lave my blesaiii' an' God's blessin' with him for 
kiore — for evermore ; an' vrith you all ; an' with yon too, 
ir evermore, amin ! An' now, come ; I 
Bit myself to the will of my marcifnl Saviour ! " 
B looked up to heaven as he spoke, his two hands raised 
; ftfter which he covered his venerable bead, and, with 
I pious and noble instance of resignation, did the affec- 
> old man proceed, as well as his feeble Umbs could 
t him, to the county prison, accompanied by his pious 
Bad troly Christian wife. 

As tie meu were about to go, he who had addressed Sarah 

tiely, approached her with as much regret oa his face 
hardened and habitual indifference to human misery 
express, and said, tapping her on the shoulder, — 
was nther rough to you, jlst now, my purty g^l— at 
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by japers, it's you that is the purty girl — ^I ( 
way, how the ould Black Prophet came by thi 
but) then, he was a han'some vagabon' in his 
an' you are like him/' 

"What do you want to say?" she asked 
" but stand outside, I won't spake to you hei 
would waken a corpse. Here now," she added 
out upon the causeway, " what is it ? " 

" Why, divil a thing," he replied ; " only 
betther girl than I tuck you to be. It's a pit 
— a woful case, at his time o' life. Be heaven 
rather a thousand times see the Black Boy, youi 
father, swing, than this poor ould man." 

A moment's temporary fury was visible, bu 
and it passed away; after which she returns 
thoughtfully into the cabin. 

It is unnecessary to say that almost imi 
general rumour of Dalton's arrest for the mup 
through the whole parish, together with the fac 
upon the evidence of the Black Prophet anc 
Duncan that the proof of it had been brought 
Upon the former occasion there had been noi 
liiin but such circumstances of strong suspicio] 
the neighbouring magistrates in having him ta 
tudy. On this, however, the two men were n 
out the identical spot where the body had beei 
to identify it as that of Bartholomew Sulliv 
remained, therefore, now that Dalton was in ci 
liold an inquest upon the remains, and to take th 
for the trial of Dalton at the following assizes, 
not very far distant. Indeed, notwithstanding t 
that prevailed throughout the country, and in 
care and sorrow which disease and death brouj 
so many in the neighbourhood, there was a ■' 
feeling of compassion experienced for poor old Da 
afflicted family. And amongst those who sympi 
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|H, there was scarcely one who expreaaed himself more 
rongly upon tlia sufeject than Mr, Travera, the head agent 
' the property on which they had lived, eapecially upon con- 
usting the estenBiva farm and respectable residence, from 
'hich their middleman landlord had so harshly and unjustly 
JBcted them, with the squalid keocel in which they then 
ndored sach a painiul and pitiable existence. This gentle- 
mn had come to the neighbourhood in order to look closely 
ato the condition of the property which had been entrusted 
\o hid management, in consequence of a great number of 
Uues having expired, some of which had been held by ex- 
Insve and wealthy middlemen, among the latter of whom 
Tifl our friend, Dick o' the Grange. The estate was the 
JTCperty of an English nobleman, who derived an income 
cl thirty-two or thirty-three thousand a year from it, and 
ll\a, ihongh as landlords went, was not, in many respects, 
*l»d one, yet when called npon to aid in relieving the misery 
« those from whose toil he drew so large an income, did 
' •<*niUy remit back the munificent sum of one hundred 
JOOnda!' The agent himself waa one of those men who 
W capable of a just, but not of a generous action. Ha coiiJd, 
«r instance, sympathize with the frightful condition of the 
(•'pie, but to contribute to their relief was no part of his 
™^}'- Yet he was not a bad man. In hia transactions with 
™ lordahip's tenantry he waa fair, impartial, and con- 
"wrate. Wherever he could do a good turn, or render a 
^''ice, without touching hia pnrae, he would do it. He had, 
" w tme, very little intercourse with the poorer class of 
"■Klar-tenanta ; but, whenever circumatancea happened tii 
*iiif them before him, they found him a hard, just man, 
*Bo pftid attention to their complaints, but who, in a case 
*f doubt, always preferred the interests of hia employer, or 
lii» own, to theirs. He had received many complaints and 
JHtements against the middlemen who resided npon the 
■Mtrty, and he had dnly and carefully conBidered them. 
^^1 ' A rt^oDt (act. 
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CHAPTER XXn 

2£-;lPP£ARA3rCE OF THE BOX— FBIE2IDLT DIAIi 

T BRAXIGAX AXD THE PEDIi 



The next morning but one after the comm 
Dalton the strange woman vrho had manif 
anxious interest in the recovery of the to 

seated at her humble fireside, in a larger 5 
venient cottage than that which we have de 
.she was soon joined by Charley Hanlon, wh 
made it so comfortable and convenient that si 
c^^n tribute s^jmething towards her own suppc 
what are termed in the country parts of 1 
Fjfxlgings." Her only lodger upon this occa 
friend the pedlar, who had been domiciled "^ 
Hi'rico his arrival in the neighbourhood, and w. 
traflic, wo may observe, consisted in purchasin 
and luxuriant heads of hair which necessity on 
un<i foar of fever on the other, induced the cot 
to })art with. This traffic, indeed, was very g 
tho period wo are describing, the fact being 1 
people, ospecially the females, had conceived i 
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L very unreasonable one, that a large crop of hair not 

disposed them to the fever which then prevailed, 

Sidered their recovery from it mora difficult. These 

I, to be sure, resulted naturally enough from the treat- 

iphich medical men found it necessary to adopt in deal- 

Hth it, every one being aware that, in order to relieve 

I, whether by blister or other application, it ia neces- 

» remove the hair. Be thia, however, ae it may, it is 

bty to Btate here that the traffic we allude to was very 

I, and that many a lovely and luxuriant crop came under 

8 of the pedlars who then strolled through the 

all, aunt," said Hanlon, after having bidden her 
irrow, " I'm afeard it was a foolish weakness to 
npon a dhrame. I see nothing clear in the business 
now we have got the box, an' what are we the 
to the discovery ? " 

fell," replied his aunt, for in that relation she stood to 
ia it nothing to get even that ? Sure we know now 
\a his, an' do you think that M'Gowan, or as they 
the Black Prophet, would be in sich a state to get 
hia wife, too, it seems— unless there was some raison 
part beyond the common, to come at it ? " 
a dark business altogether ; but aren't we thrown 
all trace of it in the manetime? Jist when we 
it ooraelves on the straight road to the discovery, it 
to be another aa' a different murdher entirely — 

ne Sullivan." 
moment the pedlar, who had been dressing himself 
small apartment, made his appearance, just in 
c&tcb bis concludiDg words. 

i' Don-," HanloQ added, " it appears that Sullivan's 

I been found at last. The Black Prophet and Uoddy 

knows all about the mnrdhfer, an' can prove the act 

to Coudy Dftlton, and identifj' the body, they say, 
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The pedlar looked %z the einakBrn with; 

corineitv and interest, tiien moaed £7 a tiae 
took a torn or two abctxt tke floor, after vldi 
and began t«^ dnxm Lis fingos m the little 
been placed for breakfast. 

^^Afther I get my breakfast,^ he aaid 1 
thank yon to let me know what I hare to pa;; 
intention to stop ondher this nxtf any kngier 
rd be overlv safe/' 

*' Safe ! — arrah^ why so ? "^ asked the wrana 

" Why," he replied, '• eTer since I came her 
nothing bat collogue — coHogtie an' whispei 
heads together, an' divil a syllable can I h 
mnrdher at the front an' rair of it ; either s 
me my bilL If you're of that stamp, it's 
thravel ; not that I'm so rich as to make it n 
while to take the mouthful of wind out o' n 
What do you mane by this discoorse ? " 

'* May Gtod rest the sowls of the dead ! " repi 
'* but it's not for nothing we talk as we do, f 
but all, you wouldn't think so." 

" Very likely," he replied, in a dry but dif 
" maylje, sure enough, that the more I'd kno' 
I'd like of it ; here now is a man named Su 
or Bill, or Bartley, or some sich name, that 
(Ihorod, an' it seems the murdherer was sent 1 
(Jay evenin' — the villain! Get me my bill, 
unsafe neighbourhood, an' I'll take myself ( 
I'm able." 

" It's not widout raison we talk of murdhei 
the woman. 

" Faith maybe so ; get me my bill, the 
an' in the manetime let me have my break 
I tell you both that I carry no money to 



mo." 



" Toll him the truth, aunt," said Hanlon ; 
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En lyin' ondher hia auspicion wrongfully, or allowin' liim to 
k&Te your little place for no raison." 

" The truth ia, then," she proceeded, throwing the comer 
dC her apron over her left shoulder, and rocking herself to 
and fro, " that this young man had a dhrame some time ago ; 
ibe dreamt that a near au' dear friend of his an' of mine too, 
"that Tras murdhered in this neighbourhood, appeared to him, 
.an' that he desired him to go of a sartin night, at the hour 
of midnight, to a stone near this, called the Grey Stone, an' 
there he would get a clue to the murdher." 
"Well, an' did he?" 

"He went — an' — but you had better tell it yourself, 
aviUith," she added, addreesing Hanlon ; " you know it 
beat." 

ITic pedlar instantly fixed his ansioua and lively eyes on 
tiie young man, intimating that he looked to him for the rest 
of the story. 

" I went," proceeded Hanlon, " and you shall hear every- 
thing that happened." 

It ia unnecessary for us, however, to go over the same 
giQond a second time. Hanlon minutely detailed to him alt 
that had taken place at the Grey Stone, precisely as it 
oooarred, if we allow for a slight esaggeration occasioned by 
JB terrors, and the impressions of supernatural manifestation 
Ik they left upon his imagination, 
a pedlar heard all the circumstances with an astoniah- 
I vhicb changed his whole bearing into that of deep awe 
|the most breathless attention. The previous eccen- 
f of his manner by degrees abandoned him ; and, as 
D{iroceeded, he frequently looked at him in a state of 
I, then raised his eyes towards heaven, uttering, 
I time to time, " Marciful Father ! " — " Heaven preBar\-o 
■" Saints above us! " — and such like, thus accompanj'- 
a by a running comment of exclamations as he went 

id he, when Hanlon had concluded, " surely 
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the hand of God is in this business ; you ma 
granted*" 

''I would fain hope as much," replied Ha 
matthers stand now, we're nearly as isLr fr 
Instead of gettin' any knowledge of the mure 
to discover, it proves to be the murdherer o 
has been found out." 

" Of Sullivan ! " he exclaimed ; " well, to l 
— ^well, sure that same is something ; but, in 
will you let me look at this box you spok 
curiosity to see it." 

Hanlon rose, and, taking the box from a m 
which was strongly locked, placed it in the ] 
After examining it closely for about half-a 
could observe that he got very pale, and his I 
tremble, as he held and turned it about in a mi 
very remarkable. 

" Do you say," he asked, in an agitated voi 
have no manes of tracin' this murdher ? " 

" None more than weVe tould you." 

" Did this box belong to the murdhered man 
you think he had it about him at the time of hi 

" Ay, an' for some time before it," repliec 
" It's all belongin' to him that we can find now. 

"And you got it in the keeping of this ] 
Black Prophet, you say ? " 

" We did," replied the woman ; " from his di 
events." 

" Who is this Black Prophet ? " he asked ; "o 
for that comes nearer the mark. Where did '. 
where does he live, an' what way does he earn I 

" The boy here," she replied, pointing to Han 
you that betther than I can ; for, although I\ 
place three or four times, I never laid eyes on hi 

" Well," continued the pedlar, "you have b 
be thankful that you tould me this. I now sc 



1 the whole buaineas. I know this box, an' I can tell 

metMng thatwill aurprise you more than that. Listen 

Bwait — I hear somebody's foot. No matther — I'll aur- 

won both by-an'-by." 

4 s&ve all here," said the voice of our friend, Jemmy 

p,o, who immediately enfared. "In throth.this change 

' the betther, at any rate," said he, looking at the 

" I gave you a lift wid the roasther yesterday," he 

, tnnuiig to the woman. " I think I'll get Jiim to 

\f the tan shillings off^he as good as promised me he 

" exclaimed the pedlar, bitterly — " oh, thin, it's 

It's the divil's maather, by all accounts, an' the divU'a 

rd, too. Be me sowl, he'll get a warm corner down 

i he uttered the words, he very significantly 

d with his heel, to intimate the geographical position 

■ place alluded to. 

BWonld be only manners to wait till your opinion's axed 

' replied Jemmy ; " so mind your pack, you poor 

I, or, when yon do spake, endaivonr to know some- 

B of what yon'rs discoorsin' about. Masther, indeed ! 

e your impidence ! " 
^'sa scourge to the counthry," continued the pedlar; 

e landlord never faced the sun." 
iat'a what we call, in this part of the counthry— a lie,'' 
B Jemmy. " Do yon undherstand what that manes ? " 
p man knows what an outrageous onld blackguard he is 
rtkan yoursBlf," proceeded the pedlar; "an' how he 

B the poor." 
»t'a ditto repeated," responded Jenuny; "you're im- 
" —but tell me, now, do you know any one that he 
»d?" 
I was, indeed, a hazardous question on the part of 
', who, by the way, put it solely upon the presumption 
tllar's ignorance of Dick's proceedings as a landlord 
6 of his (the pedlar) being a stranger. 
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" Who did yon ever know that he harrishec 

'^ Look at the Daltons," replied the other 
call his conduct to them ? " 

Jemmy, who, whenever he felt himself dc 
always made up for the want of it by wa 
now turned shortly upon his antagonist, ai 
spirit very wide of the argument, — 

" What do I call his conduct to them ? V 
the nose on your face, my codger ? Divil a s 
crature ever I met." 

"It would be no wondher that the cura 
come on him for his thratement of that t 
respectable family," responded the pedlar. 

"The curse o' Qtxi knows where to fall 
Jemmy, " or it's not in the county jail oul( 
'ud be for murdher this day." 

" But," returned the other, " isn't it a disg 
be, as they say he and yourself is, a pair o' 
hands o' God for your fellow-cratures ; an' i 
both fit for it, by all accounts." 

" Troth," replied Jemmy, whose gall was £ 
a scourge wid nine tails to it ought to go to y 
Daltons desarved all they got at his hands 
pack was never anything else than a hot-bra 
'ud knock you on the head to-day and groa 
morrow. He sarved them right, an' he's a li 
the contrary ; so, if you have a pocket for thai 

Jemmy, in fact, was now getting rapidly 
passion, for it mattered little how high in v 
pitched battles with Dick ran, he never sufl 
suifer, a human being to abuse his master b( 
but himself. So confirmed, however, by habit, 
of contradiction, that, had the pedlar begun ' 
Jemmy would immediately have attacked 
remorse, and scarcely left a rag of his charactei 

" It's a shame for you," proceeded the pedl 
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void sinner like him ; but, then, aa there's a p^Ir of you, 
t'a not Dtmatural — every rogue will back his brother. I 
eonld name^lhe place, anyway, that'll be apt to hould you 
both yet." 

" An' I could," replied Jemmy, " came the piece o' 
machinery that'll be apt to hould you, if you give the 
masther any more abuse. Whether you'll grow ia it or not 
18 more than I know, but, be me aowl, we'll plant you there 
anyhow. Do you know what the atocka means? Faith, 
many a spare hour yoa've aarved there, I go bail, that is, 
when yon had nothing else to do — an' by way of raycreation 

" Ah," said the pedlar, " listen how he sticks to the ould 
Tillaio— but, sure, if you pat any other two blisters together, 
they'll do the same." 

" My own opinion ia," observed Hanlon's aunt, " that it's 
] a pity of the Dalton's, at any^rate. Every one feels for them 
I — but still the band o' God an' his curse, I'm afeard, is upon 
tbem." 

"An' that's more, maybe, than yon know," replied Jemmy. 
"Maybe God'a only puniahin' them bekase He lovea them. 
It "a good to have our sufferin's in this world." 

" Ailher all," said the pedlar, " I'm afeard myself, too, 
that the wrath o' the Almighty has marked them out. In- 
deed, I'm sure of it." 

" An' maybe that's not the only lie you're sure of," replied 
Jemmy. "It's a subject, anyway, you don't imdherstand. 
Ko," he proceeded, " by all accounts, Charley, it would wring 
any one's heart to see him taken away in his ould age from 
Ilia nieerable family an' childre ; and then he's so humble, 
too, and so resigned to the will an' way o' God. He's lyiu' 
m^m the jail. I seen him yeatherday— I went to see bim, 
^Bb say what«ver I could to comfort him. God pity his 
^^■liairal an' — hem — have compassion on him and his 

Ha., I" 

^^■1 poor fellow's heart could stand the sudden contempla- 



"±'11 ?£ Dkrm's fivn^^ a> kcgery and on v 

- If I JLni Ici'-'v^ vhaT IT w»3 about,'' he p 
z'zuz :Jil«i *.--ri:i«£r?l :£ ;& Prrpbet — ay, an' 
jc.n^'ir^I :£ i inoa^l-er cz nine — hem — ay- 
■vhaT in I fa-r—* .- — re-, if I had known it 
cc- ri j:-~^ -1=11 LfT — 5i: as rhat he migl 

•" Ay." fail The reilar. - at any rate, m< 
TnjT TreZ SIT i: : rn: I say. that at any rate 
i* STire i« he zi:iriler«d S-illivan. and as snr 
ne =Liy s^rmz. I ?ray tnis day ! 

" I^ brcld no =i:re disworse wid that d 
brne," repli-fd Jerimy: ~rm a Christian mi 
r*;!" : ar." I know what ny religion ordhers i 
neet :he likes of him — an' rhat is, when he 
ch.^k towardsr me to give him a sound Glu 
the other. S? t-? the devil I pitch you, you i 
b>iy. an' that's the worst I wish you. If j 
tmchristian, be so : but, be me sowl, I'll i 
example. Charley," he proceeded, addressin 
Y%-as sen: for voii in a hurrv. Master Dick 
s:^ d:^6 Rod R:«iiy — the villain ! and I tell 3 
cf him, for. like that vagabone Judas, he' 
minute and betrav vou the next.'' 

" I b'lieve you're purty near the truth," i 
" an' I'll surely have my eye about me.'* 

"Do,"' replied Jemmy, "but I was neai 
seems the crowner of the county is sick, an' tl 
inquest till he recovers, if he ever does recove 
sarve poor ould Dal ton, that he never may, I 
day ! — come away, you'll be killed for stayin'.' 

Just then, young Henderson himself called 
who, after some conversation with him, turne 
garden, where he held a second conference wii 
who, on leaving him, appeared in excellent sp[ 
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g and nodding, with a kind of burlesque good humour, 

treiy one whom he knew, until he reached home. 

p this state stood the incidents of our narrative, suspended 

)ome time by the illnesa of the coroner, when Mr. Travers, 

1 magistrate, came to the head inn of the county 

, in which he always put up, and where he held hia 

He had, for ssveral days previously, gone over the 

bter portion of the estate, and inspected the actual con- 

I of the tenantry on it. It ia unnecessary to say that 

8 grieved at the paiuful consequences of the middleman 

I, and of sub-letting in general. Wherever he went, 

Cotmd the soil in many places covered with hordes of 

T occupants, one holding under another lu a series that 

ished from bad to worse in everything but numbers, 

1 he arrived at a state of destitution that was absolutely 

eful to humanity. And what rendered this etate of 

I doubly painful and anomalous was the fact, that 

fst these starving wretches lived upon bis employer's pro- 

■, they had no claim on him as a landlord, nor could he 

i them aB tenants. It is true that these miserable 

nroB, located upon small patches of land, were obliged 

Bay their rents to the little tyrant who was over them, 

■ he again, probably, to a still more important little tyrant, 

on; but whenever it happened that the direct tenant, 

tny of the series, neglected to pay his or their rent, of 

a the landlord had no other remedy than to levy it from 

Kthe soil, thus rendering it by no means an mifrequent 

fe that the small occupiers who owed nothing to him or 

e »bove them, were forced to see their property applied 

e payment of the head rent, in consequence of the Ina- 

, neglect, or dishonesty of the middleman, or some 

r Bobordinate individual from whom they held. This 

Ji a atate of things which Mr. Travers wished to abolish, 

Ito do 8o, without infiicting injury, however uninteational, 

laioning harshness t-o the people, was a matter not 

ely difficult, but impossible. 
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As we are not, however, writing a tieal 
management of property, we shall confine oni 
to the circumstances only of snch of the tez 
enacted a part in our narrative. 

About a week had now elapsed since the al 
between Jemmy Branigan and the pedlar, the 
beginning to recover, and Charley Hanlon's an 
peared altogether from the neighbourhood. JE 
departure, however, she, her nephew, and tl 
several close and apparently interesting con 
which their parish priest, the Eev. Anthony 
ultimately admitted. It was clear, indeed, 1 
secret the pedlar communicated had inspired 
and his aunt with fresh energy in their attem] 
the murderer of their relative ; and there < 
doubt that the woman's disappearance from t 
perpetration was in some way connected w: 
they were taking to bring everything connec 
Ught. 

Travers, already acquainted with the con 
Dalton, as he was with all the circumstances 
and eviction from his farm, was sitting in h: 
twelve o'clock, when our friend, the pedlar, be 
paper in his hand, presented himself, with a r< 
might be favoured with a private interview, 
any difficulty was granted, and the following 
place between them : — 

"Well, my good friend," said the agent, 
nature of this private business of yours? " 

" Why, plaise your honour, it's a petition in 
Condy Dalton." 

" A petition ! Of what use is a petition to 
he not now in gaol, on a charge of murder ? 1 
have me attempt to obstruct the course of 
you ? The man will get a fair trial, I hope." 

" I hope 80, your honour ; but this petition 
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I crime the nnfortaiiate man is in for ; it's an humble 
far to your honour, hopin' you might restore him ; or, I 
lit rather to say, his poor family, to the farm that they 
I so cruelly put out of. Will your honour read it, sir, 
\ look into it ? bekase, at any rate, it seta forth too com- 

I am partly acquainted with the circumatancea already ; 
nver, let roe see the paper." 

I pedlar placed it in Mr. Travera's hands, who, on 
■ over it, read, somewhat to his astonishment, as 



B hnmlile Petition of Cornelius Dalton, to his Honour, Mr. 
t Bobert Travers, Esq., on behalf of himseJf, his wife, and his 
d family : now lying in a, state of almost superliuman desti- 
— by Eugeniua M'Grftue, philomattiaiid classical instructor in 
med languages of Latin, EugJisli, and tlie Hibernian Ver- 
bBT, with an inceptive initiation into the rudiments of Greek, 
r aa tba Gospel of St. John the Bivijie, attended with copious 
tiona on the relative merits of moral and physical philo- 
a contrasted with the posillanimoua lecturea of that igno- 
i of the firat water, Phadrick M'Swagger, falaely calling 
I phUomath — cum muUia atiu qaos enumerare ioagum ett : 
t Showkth — 
A Cornelius Dalton, late of Cargah, gentleman agriculturist, 
I a farm of tUty-a'ix Irish acres, under the Bight Honourable 
le could be proved with sound and legitimate logic) Lord 
hrboroDgh, an absentee nobleman, and proprietor of the Tolly- 
n estate. That the said Cornelius Dalton entered upon the 
Kof Cargali, with a handsome capital and abundant stock, aa 
bent on improving it, for both the intrinsic and 
tnai edification and comfort of himself and family. That the 
iraa originally very high, and, upon complaint of this, several 
dited remonsti-anGea, urged with moat persuasive and enthu- 
) eloqueooe, as the inditer hereof can testify, were most 
aifioantly and superciliously disregarded. That the said Mr. 
a Dalton persisted, notwithstanding this great act of con- 
ptUDsity and discouragement to bia creditable and indaatrioua 
expend, upon the aforesaid farm, in solid and valu- 
^^b)e improvnmenta, a aam of seven hundred pounds and upwards, 
ffij^^nlUing, draining, enclosing, and manuring, all of which u 
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prorements transcendantly elevated the Tmlne of tli 
tion, as the whole rational popnlation of the count] 
to— iR« ip$o tede quoque. That when thia now hi| 
tenement was brought to the best condition of ezoe 
it was BUflceptible, the middleman landlord — me «iti 
called upon him for an elevation of rent, which ^ 
complied with, nnder the tyrannical altemative 
ejection, incarceration of cattle, etc, etc, and man; 
ings equally inhuman and iniquitous. That this : 
now more than the land could pay, began to par 
and deteriorate the condition of the said Mr. Cornel 
which, being concatenated with successive failures i 
mortality among his cattle, occasioned him, as it 
gradate from his former state ; and, in the course a 
tons years, to decline, by melancholy gradations 
treatment from Bichard Henderson, Esq., J.P., hi 
state of painful struggle and poverty. That th 
Henderson, Esq., J.P., his unworthy landlord, havi 
a still higher rent from a miserable disciple, named I 
among others, unfeelingly availed himself of DaltoD 
and under plea of his privileges as a landlord, levi 
upon his property, auctioned him out, and expellet 
farm ; thus turning a respectable man and his f ami 
houseless, beggars upon the world, to endure mis€ 
tion. That the said Mr. Cornelius Dalton, no'W 
Dal ton — for vile poverty htmiilifies even the nam< 
respectable family, among whom, facile princeps, fo: 
shaken trust in her Redeemer, stands his truly un 
are lying in a damp, wet cabin within about two 1 
of his former residence, groaning with the agonies c 
tution, dereliction, and disease, in such a state of c 
multiform misery as rarely falls to the lot of human 
That the burthen and onus of this petition is, to hm 
that Mr. Cornelius Dalton, or rather his afflicted \ 
family, may be reinstated in their farm aforesaid 
Richard Henderson, Esq., senior, J.P., may be comp< 
such a titillating emetic from the head landlord f 
him to eructate to this oppressed and plundered mai 
he expended in making improvements, which rems 
the value of the farm ; but which, at the same time, 
of ruining himself and his most respectable family ; 
says, * sic vos non vobis,' etc., etc. Of the remaindei 
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e qnotlltioiii yonr honour ca 
t has had the advantage of 
or ' homo faotos ad 
» to come under this 
■ pray." 



bo incognizant, or any man 

college-bred, aa every trae 

ost have, otherwise 

r. And yonr petitioner will 



P Are yon the Mr. Eageniaa M'Grane," asked the agent, 
lio drew np this estraordinary docmnent? " 
rNb, your honour; I'm only merely a friend to the 

I, although a, stranger in the neighbourhood," 
f But w)iat means have Dalton or his family, granting 
; he escapes from this charge of murder that's against 
I, of stocking or working so large a farm ? I am aware 
^If that the contents of this petition, with all its pedantry, 
B too true." 

^Bnt, consider, sir, that he sunk seven hundre' pounds in 
m' that, according to everything like fair play, he ought 
* to get his farm again, at a. raisonable rate, or the 
»y that raised its value for the landlord, back again; 
B thftt'a but fair, your honour? " 
jf I am not here to discuss the morality of the subject, my 
md, neither do I question the truth of your arga- 
ht, simply as you put it. I only say, that what you ask 
mpracticable. You probably know not Dick o' the 
, for yott say you are a stranger— if you did, you 
would lift put yourself to the trouble of getting even a 
petition for such a purpose written." 
^^h" It'a a hard cose, your honour." 

^^H*'Ic ia a hard case ; but the truth is, I see nothing that 
^^^B be done for the Daltons. To talk of putting a family, 
^^■'Such a state as they are now in, back again on such a 
^^Bm, 19 stark nonsense — without stock or capital of any kind 
^^Hlbe thing ia ridiculous." 
^^K**Bat suppose they had stock and capital? " 

" "Why, then they certainly would have the best right to 
the farm — but where'a the use of talking about stock or 
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'' I wish your honour would interfare for an 
ill-treated family against as great a rogue, 1 
as ever broke bread — I wish you would mak 
that they'd get their farm." 

" To what purpose, I say ? " 

"Why, sir, for a raison I have. K yox 
make me sure that they'll get their land a 
I want." 

" What is your reason ? Have you capita 
willing to assist them?" 

The pedlar shook his head. 

"Is it the likes o' me, your honour? No 
might be made up for them some way." 

"I believe," said the agent, "that your 
good; only that they are altogether imprac 
ever, a thought strikes me. Go to Dick o' ti 
lay your case before him. Ask a new lease fo 
the Daltons — of course, he won't give it ; but 
come back to me, and let me know, as nearly 1 
you can, what answer he will give you ; go n 
I can do for you in the matter." 

" Barrin' this, your honour, that set in case * 
broken Daltons wor to get capital some way- 

" Perhaps," said Travers, interrupting hi 
assist them." 

" Oh ! if I could ! — no, but set in case, as '. 
was to be forthcomin', you persave. Me ! — oh 
Lord that I was able ! " 

" Very well," replied the other, anxious to : 
the pedlar, " that will do now. You are, I p 
those good-natured, speculating creatures, whj 
to give hope and comfort to every one. The w< 
like you ; and it often happens, that when some 
does throw the means of doing good into yor 
turn out to be a poor, pitiful, miserable crew, "^ 
heart or feeling. Good-bye, now. I have no 
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-try Dick o' the Grange himself, and let me know his 
answer." 

So saying, he rang the bell, and oar friend the pedlar, by 
BO means satisfied with the success of hia interview, took Ma 
leave. 

H CHAPTER XXni 

^f DABBY IN DANGEK^NATURE TKHJMPH3 

' The mild and gentle Mave Sullivan, with all her natural 
grace and anobtrasive modesty, was yet like many of the 
lair daughters of her country, posaeaaed of qaalities which 
frequently lie dormant in the heart until some trying calamity 
or startling event of more than ordinary importance awakens 
them into life and action. Indeed, any one in the habit of 
obaerving the world may have occasionally noticed, that, 
even within the range of hia own acquaintances, there haa 
been many a quiet and apparently diffident girl, withoat 
pretence or affectation of any kind, who, when some unex- 
pected and stunning blow has fallen either upon heraeK or 
Upon some one within the circle of her affections, baa maai- 
teated a spirit so resolute or a devotion so heroic, that she 
has at once conatitutfid herself the lofty example whom all 
admire and endeavour to follow. The unrecorded calamities 
of ordinary life and the annals of human affection, aa they 
occur from day to day around us, are full of such nohle 
instances of courage and self-sacriijce on the part of woman 
for the sake of those who are dear to her. Dear, holy, and 
heroic woman 1 how frequently do we, who too often aaeer at 
your harmless vanities and foibles, forget the light by which 
your love so often dispels the darkness of our afdiction, and 
the tenderness with which your delicioiis sympathy charms 
our sorrows and our sufferings to rest, when nothing elae can 
succeed in giving n? one moment's consolation ! 
The wtuation of the Daltons, together with the awful blow 
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which fell upon them at a period of such nnen 
had now become the melancholy topic of conve 
their neighbours, most, if not all, of whom wei 
painfully absorbed in their own individual af 
of death, or famine, or illness, as to be able to i 
assistance. Such as had typhus in their own 
incapable of attending to the wants or distre 
and such as had not, acting under the general 
tagion which prevailed, avoided the sick houaec 
a plague. 

On the morning after old Dalton's removal t 
Sullivan and his family were all assembled aro 
the day being, as usual, so wet that it was in 
out unless upon some matter of unusual iuq 
was little said, for although they had hithei 
fever, still their sufferings and struggles ' 
banished cheerfulness from among them. 1 
more pale and dejected than they had ever y€ 
it was noticed by one or two of the family tha 
occasionally weeping in some remote comer 
where she thought she might do so without 1 

" Mave, dear," said her father, " what is t 
you ? You look, darlin', to be in very low 
Were you cryin^?" 

She raised her large innocent eyes upon 
instantly filled with tears. 

" I can't keep it back from you, father," si 
me do as I will — an' oh, father dear, when we 
the world that's in it, an' when we see hoi 
God is takin' away so many from among us, 
see how the people everywhere is sufferin' and i 
so much — how one is here this day, and in a n 
the presence of their Judge! Oh, surely, wl 
the doin's of death and distress about us, we < 
that it's no time to harbour hatred or any ot 
christian feelin' in our hearts ! " 
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1 19 not indeed, darlin' ; an' I hope nobody here doea," 

replied ; and as she spoke the vibrations of 
V and of sympathy shook her naturally aweet voice into 
fender expression which touches the heart of the hearer 
neb singular power — " no, father," she proceeded, " I 
it ; religion teaches us a different lesson— not only to 
e onr enemies, but to return good tor evil." 
i doea, achora machree," replied her father, whoae eyea 
, kind of melancholy pride, as he contemplated 
Matiful but sorrowful -looking girl, giving utterance to 
P which added an impressive and elevated character to 
panty. 

5 and ould, acushla machree, is falliu' about us in 

K direction ; but may the Father of Mercy spare you to 

■ darlin' child, for if anything was to happen you, 

-oh, where, could we look upon your aiijuil, or find 

r that could console us for your loss ? " 

I it's my fate to go, father, I'll go, an' if it isn't, God 

i care of me ; whatever comes, I'm resigned to Hi a 



^1 dear, an' yon ever wor, too ; and for the same raiaon, 
lleasin' will be upon you ; but what makes you look 
, avoumeen? I trust in my Saviour, you're not 
tX, Uave, dear?" 
lanks be to God, no, father ; but there's a thing on my 
(that's distressin' me very much, an' I hope you'll allow 
Y way in it." 
t may say so, dear : because I know yon wouldn't ax 
r anything that 'ud be wrong to grant you. What is 
rt-e?" 
Vs the unhappy an' miserable state that these poor 
in," she replied. " Father, dear, forgive me for 
J Vm about to say ; for, although it may make you 
V, there's nothin' farther from my heart than to give you 

IToa needn't tell me so, Mave — you need not, indeed ; 
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but sore you know, darlin', that, nnfortimate] 
thing in our power to do for them ? I wish 1 
had! Didn't we do all that people in our 
could do for them? Didn't you, yourself, m 
send them sich little assistance as we could e 
to sharin', I may say, our last morsel wid t 
darlin', you know we haven't it." 

'' I know that," she replied, as she wiped a 
'' where is there a poorer family than we arc 
but, father dear, we can assist them — reli 
maybe save them — for all that." 

" God be praised then ! " exclaimed Sulliva: 
me how, an' we'll be glad to do it ; for I ca: 
thing now, Mave, but their distress." 

"But do you know the condition they'i 
moment ? " she asked ; " do you know, fathe 
stretched on the bed of sickness ? — I mean 1 
young Con, who has got into a relapse ; poor H 
able to go about, she's so badly recovered from 
Tom, the wild, unfortunate young man, is oul 
they say. Then, there's nobody to look to 1 
Dalton herself ; an' she, you know, has to go 
their poor bit from the neighbours. Only tl 
ceeded, with a fresh burst of sorrow — " oh, onl; 
of sich a woman bein' forced to this ! " 

" May the Lord pity her an' them, this w( 
claimed Sullivan. 

" Now, father," proceeded Mave ; " I know.— 
betther or so well — what a good, an' a kinc 
heart you have ; an' I know, that even in spit( 
that was, an' that maybe is, upon your mind 
you'll grant me my wish in what I'm goin' 

"What is it, then? — let me hear it." 

" It's this : you know that here, in our own 
do nothing to help ourselves — that is, there is i 
to do — an' I feel the time hang heavy on my h 



Ilaea thinkin', father dear, of this miserable at&te the poor 
SMtoDS 13 in, without any one ta attend them in their Bick- 
jaan — to say a kind word to them, or to hand them even a 
jjkrink of clean water, if they wanted it. Them that hasn't 
«pt the fever yet won't go near them, for fear of catchin' it. 
What, then, will become of them ? There they are, without 
ths face, or hand, or voice of kindness about them. Oh, what 
|iiB God's blessed earth will become of them ? They may die 
,— an' they must die, for want of care and assistance." 

" But sure that's not our fault, dear Mave ; we can't help 
f Uiem." 

' " We can, father— an' we must ; if we don't, they'll die. 
I Father," she added, laying her wasted hand on hie ; " it is 
[ By intention to go over to them— an' as I have nothing that 
I lean do at home, fo spend the greater part of the day with 
I tbem, in taking care of them— an' — an' in doin' what I can 
tor them. Yes, father dear^it ig my intention — for there 
is none but me to do for them." 

" Saviour of earth, Mave dear, is it mad you are ? You, 
^tthora machree, that's dearer to us ail than the apple of our 
Vgw, or the pulse of our hearts— to let you into a plague- 
iKMMe — to let you near the deadly faver that's upon them — 
'Wbeie you'd be sure to catch it ; an' then— oh, blessed 
FWther, Mave, what's come over you, to think of sJch a 
thing ?^ay, or to think that we'd let you expose yourself ? 
Bat, poor girl, it's all the goodness and kindness of your 
sfioctionate heart ; put it out of your head, however — don't 
same it, nor let us hear of it again." 

" But, father, it's a duty that our religion trachea us." 
*' Why, what's come over you, Mave ?— all at wanst, too — 
yoo, that was so much afeard of it that you wouldn't go on 
ibe windy side of a feverish house, nor walk near any one 
that waa even recoverin' from it. Why, what's come over 
yuQ?" 

" Simply, father, the thought that if I don't go to them 
yirt help them, they will die. I was afeard of the fever, 
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and I am af eard of it — bat am I to let n^ Ofw 
prevent me from doin' the part of a Ghristian ' 
U8 put ourselves in their place — an' who kno 
may GKxl forbid ! — bat it may be oar own bel 
passes — suppose it was our own case — an' thai 
was afeard to come near us, and deserted as — < 
we think of any one, man or woman, that, ti 
would set their own fears at defiance,, an' 
reUef ? " 

" Mave, I couldn't think of it ; if anything 
an' that we lost you, I never would lay n 
widout the bitther thought that I had a 
death." 

At this moment the mother, who had b 
room, came into the kitchen — and having 
minute to the subject of their conversation, d 
joined her husband — but still with feelings 
almost tearful sympathy for the Daltons. 

''It's like her, poor, affectionate girl," i 
looking tenderly at her daughter ; " but it's i 
we could never think of ; so put it out of yooi 

She approached her mother, and, seizing '. 
claimed, — 

" Oil, mother, for the sake of the livin' Gro 
own case ! — think of it — bring it home to you- 
frightful state they're in. Are they to die 
country for want only of some kind person t 
them ? Is it not our duty when we know 
sufferin' ? I cannot rest, nor be at ease ; 
afeard of fever here. You may say that I lov< 
Dalton, an' that it is on his account I am 
Maybe it is ; an' I will now tell you at wanst 
him, and that if it was the worst plague that 
the noise of life in a whole country, it wouldn 
from goin' to his relief, nor to the relief of an 
ing to him." 



DASBT IN DANOEB 



271 



I knew," said her father, " that waa at the bottom of it." 

^ do love him," she continued, "an' this )3 more than 

[ had courage to tell you openly before ; but, father, I 

lat I am called upon here to go to their assisf.ance, and 

b that they don't die from neglect in a Christian country. 

a trust an' confidence in the Almighty God. I am not 

I of fever now ; and even if I take it an' die, you both 

I that I'll die in actin' the part of a Christian girl ; an' 

k lirighter hope could anything bring to us than the 

I that such a death would open to me ? But here I 

lat the strength and protection of God ia upon me, and 

1 not die." 

lat'a all very well, Mave," said her mother ; " but if 

wk it, and did die — oh, darlin'- -" 

1 God'e name, then, I'U take my chance, an' do the 
Jiat I feel myself called upon to do ; and, father dear, 

k for a minute — the thrue Christian doesn't merely ' 
. the inJTiry, but returns good for evil ; and then, 
\ all things, let us make it our own case. As I said 
, if we were aa they are — lyin' racked with pain, 
in* with di-utli, the head splittin', the whole strength 
g^me — not able, maybe, to spake, and hardly able to make a 
ifligu — too wake ourselves to put a drink to our lips;— sup- 
pve, I say, we wor lyin' in this state, an' that all the world 
llfld deserted na — oh, wouldn't wa say that any fellow-cratore 
tint hsd the kindness and the courage to come and aid na — 
wet OUT lipa, raise our heads, and cheer our sinkin' hearts 
by the soand of their voice alone — oh, wouldn't we say that 
it wafl God that in His mercy put it into their heart to come 
to na, and relieve ua, and save us ? " 

The mother's feeling gave way at this picture ; and ahe 
Md, addressing her husband, — 

" Jerry, maybe it's right that she should go, hekaso, afther 
all, what if it's God Himself that has pnt it into her heart ? " 
\ Ba shook his head, but it was dear that his opposition 
B lo waver. 



\i I rir-czi* :• *»!* GTrTf t«wx -idH i3bs 



:^ //<m ? I =L&T T&kf» *he fersr bare as linniB 
&r klL u^i 'Lae; : f?r if ::'« His IfekfiBBod -w^ ikak 

m 

a:*<I if ir'g jior. :: raarrhers linle vbere I | 
yrnrM %zA fr^Ausss will Take care cf me and p 
to God Hlms^Uj then, jon're Trasdn' me* an' 
tULUaiy you/' 

Her parenta Wjked at each oTher — iLen at 
t^ara in their ej'es, as if they had been parti] 
for a aa/rrifice, they gave a OTDsent, in whid 
/•//nfidfrnce in the will of God which oonstitnl 
ord<ir of piety, was blended with a natural 
terror of the heart, lest they were allowing h 
aelf rashly within the fatal reach of the oc 
prevailed. Having obtained their permissioi 
little time in preparing for the task she 1 
r^xfiOiitc. A very small portion of meal, am 
t.o^cMjf-.r with one or two jugs for gruel, wh< 
Hiidav lior cloak ; and, after getting the I 
ffarcn t,H, and kissing them and the rest of 1 
(lf*.part/!d uf)on her pious — her sublime missic 
t.lio tears and earnest prayers of her whole fan 

How anomalous, and full of mysterious ai 
i in pulses is the human heart ! Mave Snll 
volunt/oering to attend at the contagions be 
foi'innaio Dal tons, gave a singular and nobl 
nioHt lioroio dovotcdness, absolutely turned fro 
roiid, on lior way to their cabin, rather than i 
lul of a i)orson wlio had died of fever, and 
occasious kept aloof from men whom she kne 
lids by the fact of their having handkerchie 
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t proof, in general, that they had been shaved or 

, whilst labouring under iM severest form. 

1 she had gone within about a quarter nf a mile of 

atin&tion, she met two individuals, whose relative 

I indicated anything but a state of friendly feeling 

pea ihem. The persons we allude to were Thomas 

1 and the miserable object of hia vengeance, Darby 

Our readers are aware that Sarah caused Darby 

Bompany her, for safety, to the cabin of the Daltons, 

B feared that, should young Dalton again meet him at 

i of his mob, and he in such a furious and unsettled 

L the hapless miser might fall a. victim to his vengeance. 

Mner, therefore, had the mealmonger heard Tom's name 

f his father, when about to proceed to prison, 

I he left a dark corner of the cabin, into which he had 

, and, passing out, easily disappeared, without being 

3 the state of excitement which prevailed. 

D very name of Tom reminded him that be was then in 

ir's house, and that should he return, and find him 

I he might expect little mercy at his hands. Tom, 

er, amidst the melancholy fatuity under which he 

r forgot that he had an account to settle with 

ran through his unsettled imderstandiag like 

I thread through a damaged web ; for ever aud anou 

mght and recollection would tui-n to Peggy Murtagh, 

I refusal to give her credit for tbe food she 

I of him. During the early part of that day he had 

I about with a halter iu his hand, as if seeking some 

leolu' individual ; and whenever he chanced to be 

I as to his object, he always replied, with a wild 

Kious chuckle, — 

fellow that killed her !— the fellow that killed 



1 the present occasion, Mave was surprised by meet- 

i and the miser, whom ha must have met acciden- 

, walking side by side, but in a poaitioo which gave 
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fearful intimation of Dalton's purpose n 
Around the unfortunate wretch's neck was tl 
said, made into a running noose, whilst, stridJ 
went his wild and formidable companion, holi 
it in his hand, and eyeing him from time to t 
of stupid but determined ferocity. Skinadi 
and position were ludicrously and painfully 
face was so pale and thin that it was i 
even in those frightful times of sickness 
countenance from which they were more a 
fleeted. He was absolutely shrunk up with 
his size, his little, thin, corded neck appearii 
striving unsuccessfully to work its way down 
and his small ferret eyes looking about in 
for some one to extricate him out of the d 
which he was held. Mave, who had been a 
mity which his companion bore him, as well 
and fearing that the halter was intended to 
less mealman, probably upon the next tree 
did not, as many another female would do. 
away from the madman. On the contrary, 
him with an expression singularly winning ai 
countenance, and in a voice of great kindness 
upon his arm to arrest his attention, and asl 
did. He paused a moment, and looking uj 
dull but turbid eye, exclaimed with an insai 
ing, at the same time, to the miser — " Thi 
that killed her — ha, ha, ha, but I have him r 
in the noose — in the noose. Ay, an' I swor 
another, too, that's to get it, but I won't ro 
join in that at all — I'll hang him here, though 
I have you now." 

As he spoke, poor Skinadre received a chu( 
which almost brought his tongue out as 
throttling process which we have before dej 

" Mave, achora^''^ said he, looking at her afl 
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bom the powerful jerk he had just got, " for the sake of 
heaven, try an' save my life ; if you don't he'll never let me 
out of his hands a livin' man." 

" Don't be alarmed, Darby," she replied, " poor Tom won't 
injure you ; so far from that, hell take the halter from about 
your neck, an' let you go. Won't you let poor Darby go, 
Tbm?" 

"I will," he replied, "afther I hang him — ha, ha, ha; 
*twBS he that killed her ; he let her die wid hunger, but now 
bell swing for it, ha, ha, ha ! " 

These words were accompanied by another chuck, which 
polled miserable Skinadre almost off his legs. 

" Tcxm, for shame ! " said Mave, " why would you do sich 
la unmanly thing with this poor ould crature ? — be a man, 
and let him go." 

" Ay, when he's hangin', wid his tongue out, ha, ha, ha ; 
wait till we get to the Babbit Bank, where there's a tree to 
be had ; I've sworn it, ay, on her very grave, too ; so good- 
bye, Mave! Come along, Darby." 

" Mave, as you hope to have the gates of heaven opened 
to your sowl, don't lave me," exclaimed the miser, with 
elasped hands. 

Have looked up and down the road, but could perceive no 
one approach who might render the unfortunate man assist- 



"Tom," said she, "I must insist upon your settin' the 
poor man at liberty ; I insist upon it. You cannot, an' must 
not take his life in a Christian country ; if you do, you know 
youll be hanged yourself. Let him go immediately." 

"Oh, ay," he replied, "you insist, Mave — but I'll tell 
you what, — I'll put Peggy in a coach yet, when I come into 
my fortune ; an' so you'll insist, will you ; — ^just look at that 
wrist of yours," he replied, seizing hers, but with gentle- 
ness, '' and then look at that of mine ; an' now will you tell 
me that you'll insist? Come, Darby, we're bound for the 
Bank ; there's not a beech there but's a hundre' feet high, 
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and that 8 higher than ever 111 make joa swi 

heart bled for her, didn't it ? bat how will yi 

lave yon facin' the son, wid your tongue oat 1 

'' Tom," replied the wretch, "I go on m] 

an' as you hope, Tom *' 

*' Hope, yon hard-hearted honnd ! isn't he 
npon me ? ay, an' in me ? wasn't she destni 
and you bid me hope ; by the broken heart si 
get a double tug for that," and he was about 
in a state of great violence, when Mave a, 
hand upon his arm and said, — 

'' I am sure, Tom, you are not ungrateful 
would not forget a kind act done to poor Peg] 
« Peggy ! " he replied, " what about her 
gone — is she gone?" 

''She is gone," replied Mave, "but not 
most likely that she is now lookin' down wit 
your conduct and intentions towards this 
listen." 

" Are you goin' to spake about Peggy, thoi 
" I am, and listen. Do you remember om 
early part of this summer, it was of a Sun( 
' crowd about ould Brian Murtagh's house, ai 
Peggy's sliame had gone abroad, and couldn 
people's eyes any longer. She was turned on 
house — she was beaten by her brother, wb 
would take the life of the first person, whethe 
young or old, that would give her one hour 
was turned out, poor, young, misled, and mi 
and no one would resave her, for no one dn 
a young girl then passin' through the villi 
home, much about Peggy's own age, but ba 
spect, neither so good nor so handsome; j 
to that young girl, and she was goin' to th] 
her arms, but she stopped. ^ I am not wo 
cryin' bitterl}^— ^ I am not worthy; but, oh, 



3 (lai'ea to take me in. What will 



) of I 



k she spoke, Daltou's miad appe&red to have been 

1 into flomeihing like a conaciousaeas of his situation, 

B memory to have beeu brooght back, as it were, from 

irild and turbulent images which hod impaired its effi- 

i. personal i-eunllection of circumatancea that had 

[ to affect bim. TTia features, for instance, became 

{liuman, his eye moi'e significant of his feelinga, and hia 

I manner more quiet and restored. He looked upoa 

rator with an awakened interest, surveyed Darby aa 

I eoarcely knew how or why he came there, and then 

I deeply. 

D outcast now,' said poor Peggy ; ' I have neither 

\ nor home ; I have no father, no mother, no brother, 

B that I loved, an' that said he loved me, has desai-ted 

• Oh,' said she, 'I have nothing to care for, an' nobody 

6 for me now, an' what waa dearest of all — my good 

—is gone : no one will shelter me, although I thought 

>thing but my love for Tom Dalton ! ' She was aoomed, 

I Dalton, she was insulted and abused by women who 

r her innocence and her goodness till she met him; 

f tongue was against her, every hand was against her, 

f door wn.s closed against ber ; no, not every one — the 

; woman she spoke to, with tears in her eyes, out of 

uion to one bo young and nnfortunate, brought Peggy 

igh home, and cried with her, and gave her hope, and 

i her, and pleaded with lier father and mother for the 

f deluded girl in sich a way that they forgot her miafor- 

J Aud sheltered her, till, afther her brother's death, she 

I taken in again to her own father's house, Now, Tom, 

n't yon like to oblige that girl that was kind to poor 

f Mnrtagh ? " 

in Jerry Sullivan's — it was into your father's 
as taken." 
Bt was, Tom ; and the young woman who befriended 
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t6 Iftt Darby Skinadre jzo : ^ky, nhen. lec ItTm g 
of that yonnj? woman ! " 

Mave, on coBcloding. looked izp iaco Ms fftof 
hbf ev<» were mout: h^ then ffmfTerf zn/xsdfF 
hbi hand upon her head in an ap^Korfng mi 

" Yon wor always good, Mave — here, get D 
my mind'ri nnaisy : I'm not right, I donbc, noi 
be ; but ni tell you what — 111 go back tow; 
yon, if youll tell me more abont Peggy." 

'^ Do ho/' she replied, delighted at sach a ] 
I will t^Il yon many a thing about her ; an' yoi 
Hhe added, turning round to that individual, t 
ag the time was, the exulting but still trembi 
making his way, at full speed, towards his < 
that she was spared the trouble of advising h 
intenderl, to look to his safety as well as hi 
was the gentle power with which Mave soft 
duerl to her wishes this ferocious and unsettle 
and, indeed, so forcible in general was her & 
enthusiasm, that wherever the necessity fc 
occiirro/l, it was always cro\\Tied with succes 

Tlioinas Dal ton, as might be expected, s^ 
r;a]>riciou8 impnlsos of his unhappy derangei 
acc^)mf>any her to his father's cabin. When 
hunrlred yards of it, he changed his intentio 
jicroHH the country like one who seemed uncer 
conrso ho should take. Of late, indeed, he n 
HomotimoH directing, or otherwise associating 
Kuch mobs as we have described ; sometimes wi 
solitary manner, throughout the country at la 
H(^lrlom appearing at home. On the preseni 
l(K)lco(] at Mavo, and said, — 

"I hato sick people, Mavo, an' I won't g 
whisi)er, when you see Peggy Murtagh's father, 
I'll have hor in a coach yet, plaise God ; an' ] 
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oflF o' me, when he hears it, maybe, an' all will be 

then bid her good-bye, turned from the road, and bent 
jpe in the direction of the Eabbit Bank, on one of the 
» of which he had intended to hang the miser. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

RIVALRY 

tmth were known, the triumph which Mave Sullivan 
ed over the terror of fever, which she felt in common 
Jmost every one in the country around her, was the 
of such high-minded devotion, as would have won her ^^ 
le in the times of old Greece, when self-sacrifice for 
I good was appreciated and rewarded. In her case, 
, the triumph was one of almost unparalleled heroism ; 
ongst all the difficulties which she had to overcome, by 
) greatest was her own constitutional dread of conta- 
It was only on reaching the miserable pest-house in 
the Daltons lived, and on witnessing, with her own 
he clammy atmosphere which, in the shape of dark 
smoke, was oozing in all directions from its roof, that 
»ime conscious of the almost fatal step she was about 
I, and the terrible test of Christian duty, and exalted 
m, to which she was in the act of subjecting herself, 
irriving at the door, and when about to enter, even 
jolution she had come to, and the lofty principle of 
I Grod, on which it rested, were scarcely able to sup- 
r against the host of constitutional terrors, which, for 
Bnt, rushed upon her heart. The great act of self- 
B, as it may almost be termed, which she was about 
)rm, became so diminished in her imagination, that all 
»f its virtue passed away ; and instead of gaining 
h from a consciousness of the pure and unselfish mo- 
which she was actuatad, she began to contemplate 
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her condact as the result of ansh sad unjostii 
tkm apon the providence of God, and s waati 
the life he had given her. She fait henaU 
heart palpitated, and for a minate or two bar ' 
raine filled with a tumnltaons and indistmcl 
all Hhe had proposed to do, as well as ol evf 
her. (Gradually, however, this state of feeling 
by-nnd-by the purity and Christian principle 
volver] in her condact, came to her relief. 

** What," she asked herself, " if they shoa 
aHHJHUnc^ ? In QtoA^B name, and with His stro 
T will nin all risks, and fulfil the task I have 
t.0 do. May He support and protect me throng 

Thus resolved, and thus fortified, she enter 
H(*4)ne of sickness and contagion. 

There were but four persons within: that 
lover, his sister Nancy, Mary, the invalii 
M 'Go wan. Nancy and her brother were no 
|)oor Mary occupied her father's arm-chair, in 
witJi hur head reclined upon the back of it, 
dood, after his own fashion ; and Sarah sat < 
(/oii'h 1mm I, having her eye fixed, with a mourn 
on liiM j)al(^ and alinoHt death-like countenance 
|»(^aian(',(^ CKM'-aHionod tlie whole party to feel i 
ami Mary roHo from her arm-chair, and greel 
iionatoly Haid, — 

*' I cannot welcome you, dear Mave, to si« 
thJH, and indeed I am sorry j'ou came to see us 
toll yon what IM feel — what we'd all feel," 
looked (juickly, but with the slightest possibl 
at. her brotbor, " if anything happened you in 
which may God forbid ! How are you all at he 

" We ai'e all fi-ee from sickness, thank God 
whom the presence of Sarah caused to blush 
how are you all here ? I am sorry to find tht 
is ill, and that Con has got a relapse." 
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Be tQroed her eyes npon him as she spoke, and, oa con- 
pl&ting his laoguid and sickly coimtsnaiice, she could 
f by a great eflFort repress her tears." 

□ not come near ns, dear Mave," said he, "and, indeed, 
s ivTong to come here at all. 

i blesa you an' guard you, Mave," said Nancy, " an' 
Ml your goodness ; but, as Con says, It was wrong to put 
"f io the way of danger; for God's sake, and as you 
\ to escape this terrible sickness, lave the house at wanst. 
e sensible of your kindness : but lave us— lave us — for 
f minute you stop may be death to you." 

10 had never yet spoken to Mave, turned her 

c mellow eyes from her to her lover, and from him to 

iltemately. She then dropped them for a time on the 

id, and again looked round her with something like 

taicholy impatience. Her comple^cion was high and 

1, and her eyes sparkled with unaccustomed brilliancy. 

fc's not right that two people should run sich risk on our 

mt," said Con, looking towards Sarah ; " here's a young 

9 who has come to nurse-tend and take care of ns, for 

, may God bless her and protect her! — it's Sarah 

ran, Donnel Dhn's daughter," 

Tiink of Mave Sullivan," said Sarah, " think only of 

I Sullivan ; she's in danger — ha — but as for rae — sup- 

1 1 ahould lake the faver and die ? " 

[ay God forbid, poor girl," exclaimed Con ; " it would 
I ns all a sad heart. Dear Mave, don't stop here— every 
||lt« is dangerous." 

rah went over to the bedside, and putting her hand 
|]y npon his forehead, said, — 

n't spake to pity me^I can't bear pity; anything at 
mt pity from you. Say yon don't care what becomes of 

whether I die or not — but don't pity me." 
t is extremely difficult to describe Sarah's appearance 
I state of mind, as she spoke this. Her manner towards 
I was full of tenderness, and the most earnest and anxious 
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interest ; whilst at the same time there ran through her voice 
a tone of bitter feeling, an evident consciousness of something 
that pressed strongly on her heart, v^hich gave a marked and 
startling character to her language. 

Mave for a moment forgot everything but the interest 
which Sarah, and the mention of her, excited. She turned 
gently round from Mary, who had been speaking to her, and 
fixing her eyes on Sarah, examined her with pardonable ca- 
riosity, from head to foot ; nor will she be blamed, we trust, 
if, even then and there, the scrutiny was not the less close, 
in consequence of its having been known to her, that, in point 
of beauty and symmetry of figure, they had stood towards 
each other, for some time past, in the character of rivals. 
Sarah, who had on, without stockings, a pair of small slip- 
pers, a good deal the worse for wear, had risen from the bed- 
side, and now stood near the fire, directly opposite the only 
little window in the house, and, consequently, in the best 
light it afforded. Mave's glance, though rapid, was compre- 
hensive ; but she felt it was sufficient ; the generous girl, on 
contemplating the wild grace and natural elegance of Sarah's 
figure, and the singular beauty and wonderful animation of 
her features, instantly, in her own mind, surrendered all 
claim to competition, and admitted to herself that Sarah was, 
without exception, the most perfectly beautiful girl she had 
ever seen. Her last words, too, and the striking tone in 
which they were spoken, arrested her attention still more 
so that she passed naturally from the examination of her 
person to the purport of her language. 

This examination of Sarah, upon the part of Mave Sullivan, 
was altogether an involuntary act, and one which occurred in 
less time than we have taken to write any one of the lines in 
which it is described. 

Mave, who perceived at once that the words of Sarah were 
burdened by some peculiar distress, could not prevent her 
admiration from turning into pity, without exactly knowing 
why J but in consequence of what Sarah had just said, she 
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feared to express it, either by word or look, lest she might 
oooasion her tumecessary pain. She consequently, after a 
dight pause, replied to her lover, — 

" Yon most not blame me, dear Con, for being here. I 
eune to give whatever poor attendance I could to Nancy, 
lierBi and to sich of [you as want it, while you're sick. I 
oamOi indeed, to stay and nurse you all, if you will let me ; 
an' you won't be sorry to hear it, in spite of all that has 
happened, that I have the consent of my father an' mother 
for 00 doin'." 

A faint smile of satisfaction lit up her lover's features, but 
this was soon overshadowed by his apprehension for her 
safety. 

Sarah, who had for about half-a-minute been examining 
Have, on her part, now started, and exclaimed, with flashing 
VfeSj and we may add, a bursting and distracted heart, — 

"Well, Mave Sullivan, I have often seen you, but never 
so well as now. You have goodness an' truth in your face. 
Oh, it's a purty face — a lovely face. But why do you state 
a falsehood here ? — for what you've just said is false ; I know 
it" 

Mave started, and in a moment her pale face and neck 
ware suffused by one burning blush, at the idea of such an 
imputation. She looked around her, as if inquiring from 
ill those who were present the nature of the falsehood attri- 
bated to her ; and then with a calm but firm eye, she asked 
Sarah what she could mean by such language. 

" You're afther sayin'," replied Sarah, " that you're come 
hereto nurse Nancy there. Now,. that's not true, and you 
know it isn't. You came here to nurse young Con Dalton ; 
and you came to nurse him bekase you love him. Now, I 
don't blame you for that, but I do for not sayin' so, without 
fear or disguise — for I hate both." 

" That wouldn't be altogether true either," replied Mave, 
" if I said so ; for I did come to nurse Nancy, and any others 
of the family that might stand in need of it. As to Con, 
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"" L^n OS talk as Irrtle a? pcesTbLe bere.'^ replied 
vhrjlA tkheorhin^ cbjec: cf whose eziateoce lay in 
oyrerj. *• I will speak to yja cc yrior way ho 
here — cot here : " and whilst nttering the last 
ynnx^d to Ddtoo, to intimate that farther 
might disturb him. 

" Dear Mave," observed Mary, now rising froi 
*' you are fetayin' too long : oh, for God's sake, doi 
^:ari't dhrame of the danger you're in.** 

" But/* replied Mave, calmly, ** you know, 3l 
came to stop and to do whatever I can do till 
r'/)mefl round. You are too feeble to undertake ai 
might only get into a relapse if you attempted it 

*' But then we have Sarah M^Gowan," she re 
rjame, as few would — none livin' this day, I tl 
yourHelf and her — to stay with us, and to do ai 
hIio can do for us all. May God for ever bless he 
iiH the time is, I think she has saved some of 
(Joiuly'H, without a doubt." 

Mavo turned towards Sarah, and, as she looke 
! h(> tearH Htartod to her eyes. 

•'Sarah M'Gowan/' said she, "you are fond c 
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you are right; I can't find words to thank you for doin' 
what you did. Qtxi bless and reward you ! " 

She extended her hand as she spoke^ but Sarah put it back. 
**No," said she, indignantly, " never from you ; above all 
that's livin', don't you thank me. You, you, why you aren't 
bis wife yet," she exclaimed, in a suppressed voice of deep 
agitation, " an' maybe you never will. You don't know what 
may happen — you don't know " 

She immediately seemed to recollect something that ope- 
rated as a motive to restrain any exhibition of strong feeling 
or passion on her part, for all at once she composed herself, 
and sitting down, merely said, — 

"Mave Sullivan, I'm glad you love truth, and I believe 
yoa do; I can't, then, resave any thanks from you, nor I 
won't ; an' I would tell you why any place but here." 

" I don't at all understand you," replied Mave, " but for 
yoor care an' attention to him, I'm sure it's no harm to say, 
may Gkxi reward you ! I will never forget it to you." 

"While I have life," said Dalton, feebly, and fixing his 
eyes upon Sarah's face, " I, for one, won't forget her kind- 
ness." 

" Kindness ! " she re-echoed — " ha, ha ! — well, it's no mat- 
ter — it's no matter ! " 

" She saved my life, Mave ; I was lyin' here, an' hadn't 
even a drink of water, an' there was no one else in the house ; 
Mary, there, was out, an' poor Nancy was ravin' an' ragin' 
with illness an' pain ; but she, Sarah, was here to settle us, 
to attend to us, to get us a drink whenever we wanted it — 
to raise us up, an' to put it to our lips, an' to let us down 
with as little pain as possible. Oh, how could I forget all 
this ? Dear, dear Sarah, how could I forget this, if I was to 
live a thousand years ? " 

Con's face, whilst he spoke, became animated with the en- 
thusiasm of the feeling to which he gave utterance, and, as 
his eyes were fixed on Sarah with a suitable expression, there 
appeared to be a warmth of emotion in his whole manner 
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which a sanguine person might probably interpn 
thing beyond gratitude. 

Sarah, after he had concluded, looked upon 
long, earnest, but uncertain gaze; so long, ini 
intensely penetrating was it, that the whole ea 
character might, for a time, be read clearly in 
expression of her eyes. It was evident that I 
were fluctuating between pleasure and pain, chec 
gloom ; but at length her countenance lost, by 
earnest character, the alternate play of light and 
it ceased, and the gaze changed, almost imperc 
one of settled abstraction. 

" It might be,'' she said, as if thinking aloud 
be — but time will tell ; and, in the manetim€ 
must be done fairly — fairly ; still, if it shouldn* 
— if it should not— it would be betther if I Ium 
born ; but it may be, an' time will tell." 

Mave had watched her countenance closely, 
being able to discover the nature of the conflict ' 
in it, she went over, and, placing her hand 
Sarah's arm, exclaimed, — 

" Don't blame me for what I am goin' to sg 
you'll let me call you Sarah ; but tlie truth is, I 
mind is troubled. I wish to God I could remove 
or that any one here could ! I am sure they i 
willingly as myself." 

" She is troubled," said Mary ; " I know by 
that there's something distressin' on her mind, 
thing that we could do to relieve her, we would : 
her, an' she wouldn't tell me." 

It is likely that Mary's kindness, and espec 
so gently but so sincerely expressed, touched 
spoke. She made no reply, however, but appr 
with a slight smile on her face, her lips compres 
eyes, which were fixed and brilliant, floating i 
that looked like moisture, and which might as w 



■ioned by the glow of anger as the impulsQ of a softer 
I, or perhaps — acd this might be nearer the truth — 
1 conflict between the two states of feeling. For some 
tents she looked into Slave's very eyes ; and after a little, 
i to regain her composure, and sat down withont 
There was a. slight pause occasioned by the ex- 
htiou that she had been about to I'eply, during which 
ion's eyes were fixed upon her. In her evident distress, 
ooked upon him. Their eyea met, and the revelation 
■ that glance of anguish, on the part of Sarah, gave to 
\ diaclosed the secret. 

Oh, my God ! " he exclaimed, involuntarily and uncon- 
aly, " is this possible? " 

rah felt that the discovery had beea made by hijn at 
K; and seeing that all their eyes were still upon her, she 
Vitp, and, approaching Mave, said, — 

I true, Mava Sullivan, I am troubled— Mary, I am 
(bled ; " and, as she uttered the words, a bluah so deep 
a beautiful spread itself over her face and neck, that the 
I females present were, for the moment, lost in admiration 
r radiant youth and loveliness. Salton's eyes were still 
I ber, and, aft«r a little time, he said, — 
rah, come to me." 
a went to his bedside, and, kneeling, bent her exg^uisite 
r him, and, as her dark, brilliant eyes looked into 
e felt the fragrance of her breath mingling with his own. 
Tiat is it? " said she. 
Yoa are too near me," said he. 
WAb, I feel I am," she said, shaking her head. 
[ mane," he added, " for your own safety. Give me your 
1, dear Sarah." 

B took her hand, and, raising himself a little ou his right 
L he looked upon her again ; and, as he did so, she felt a 
r'warm tears falling upon it. 
TTow," he said, " lay me down, dear Sarah." 
I few moments of ecstatic tumult, in which Sarah was un- 
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conscious of anything about her, passed. She th 
sitting down on the little stool, she wept for som 
silence. During this quiet paroxysm no one 
when Dalton turned his eyes upon Have Sulli^ 
pale as ashes. 

Mary, who had noticed nothing particular in 1 
just related, now urged Mave to depart ; and t' 
exchanging glances with Dalton, could perceive 
hectic had overspread his face. She looked on h 
for a moment, then paused as if in thought, and, 
to his bedside, knelt down, and, taking his hand 

*^ Con, if there's any earthly thing that I ca 
ease and comfort to you mind, I am ready to 
would relieve you, forget that you ever saw n 
ever — knew me at all. Suppose I am not living 
dead. I say this, dear Con, to relieve you from 
distress of mind that you may feel on my acco 
me, I feel everything for you, an' nothing no' 
Whatever you do, I tell you that a harsh wor< 
from me you will never have." 

Mave, whilst she spoke, did not shed a tear ; 
calm, sweet voice indicative of any extraordii 
Sarah, who had been weeping until the other be 
now rose up, and, approaching Mave, said, — 

" Go, Mave Sullivan — go out of this dangeroi 
you, Condy Dalton, heed not what she has 
Sullivan, I think I understand your words, an' * 
ashamed of myself, an' of the thoughts that has 
me. Oh, what am I, when compared to you 
nothing." 

Mave had, on entering, deposited the little mi 
brought for their comfort; and Mary now cai 
placing her hand on her shoulder, said, — 

" Sarah is right, dear Mave ; for God's sake, 
here. Oh, think — only think if you tuck tl 
that anything happened you." 



RCome," said Sarah, " lave this dangerous place ; I will 
roil part of the way home— you can do nothing here that 
n't do, and everything that I can do will be done." 

lover's eyes had been fixed upon her, and with a 

e voice — for the agitation had exhausted him — he added 

Klicitationa for her departure to theirs. 

l hope I will aoon be betther, dear Mave, and able to 

■p too — but may God bless you and take care of you till 

[kvo again went round, and took his hand, on which he 
n few tears fall. 

[ came, dear Con," she said, "to take care of yon all, 

Bwhy need I be aahamed to say so— to do all I could for 

Sarah here wishes me to spake the truth an' why 

^dn'tl? Think of my words then. Con, and don't let 

r the thoughts o' me occasion you one moment'a unhap- 

To see you happy is all the wish I have in this 

i then bade him and them an affectionate farewell, and 
I about to take her departure, when Sarah, who had been 
; for a moment, went to Dalton, and having knelt on 
ts about to speak, and to speak, as was evident 
■ her manner, with great eameatness, when she suddenly 
ined herself, clasped her hands with a vehement action, 
1 distractedly from him to Mave, and then suddenly 
I, took Mave'a hand and said — 
ma away — it's dangerous to atop where this taver is— 
Ponght to be careful of yourself- you have friends that 
I you, and that would feel for you if you were gone. 
You have a kind, good father^a lovin' mother — a lovin' 
mother, that you could turn to, an' may turn to, if ever 
you should have a sore heart — a mother — oh, that blessed 
word — what wouldn't I gave to say that I have a mother? 
Hkny an outrage — many a wild ht of passion — many a harsh 
word too — oh, what mightn't I be now if I had a mother ! 
All th« world thinks I have a bad heart— that I'm wicked — 
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that I'm without feelin' : bat, indeed, Maye Sol 
not without feelin', an' I don't think I hava a \mi 
"You have not a bad heart," replied Have, 
hand ; " no one, dear Sarah, could look into yofor i 
00 ; no, but I think so far from that, your heart : 
and generous." 

'' I hope so," she replied, " I hope I have — ^! 
and lave this dangerous house ; besides I have a 
say to you." 

Mave and she proceeded along the old causes 
to the cabin, and having got out on the open 
stood. 

" Now, Mave Sullivan," said she, " listen — yw 
justice to say that I love truth, an' hate a lie or 
of any kind. I ax you now this — you discovere 
that I love Gondy Dalton ? Isn't that thrue ? " 

''I wasn't altogether certain," replied Ma' 
thought I did — an' I now think you do love him 
" I do love him — oh, I do — an' why, as you a 
be ashamed of it ? — ay, an' it was my intention 
tho first time I'd see you, an' to give you fair i 
(lid, an' that I'd lave nothing undone to win hinc 
" Well," replied the other, " this is open and 
events." 

"That was my intention,"* pursued Sarah; 
for a short time, other thoughts — ay, an' wor 
my father was persuadin' me — but I can't spake 
lie has my promise not to do so. Oh, I'm nothin 
— nothing at all to you. I can't forget your -^ 
ago — bekase I knew what you meant at the tir 
said to Con, * any earthly thing that I can do 
an' comfort to your mind I am ready to do it. 
roliovo you, forget that you ever saw me or e^ 
Now, Mave, I've confessed to you that I love i 
but I toll you not to trouble your heart by anj 
mo, my mind's made up as to what I'll do — d 



SARlLH WITHOUT HOPE 291 

ril never cross you here. I'm a lonely creature," slie pro- 
oeeded, bursting into bitter tears — ** I'm without friends or 
lelations, or any one that cares at all about me " 

" Don't say so," replied Mave, " I care about you, an' it's 
only now that the people is beginnin' to know you — but that's 
not ally Sarah, if it's any consolation to you to know it — 
know it — Condy Dalton loves you; ay, loves jrau, Sarah 
][Kjk>wan; you may take my word for that — I am certain 
this day that what I say is true." 

'^ Loves me !" she exclaimed. 

" Loves you," repeated Mave, " is the word, and I have 
aaid it." 

** I didn't suspect that when I spoke," she replied. 

Sach looked upon the other, and both as they stood were 
pale as death itself. At length Mave spoke — 

** I have one only thought, Sarah, an' that is, how to make 
him happy — to see him happy." 

** I can scarcely spake," replied Sarah ; " I wouldn't know 
what to say if I did. I'm all confused ; Mave dear, forgive 
mel" 

**Qod bless you," replied Mave, "for you are truth an' 
honesty itself. God bless you, an' make him !happy ! Good- 
hye^ dear Sarah." 

She put her hand into Sarah's, and felt that it trembled 
excessively — but Sarah was utterly passive, she did not even 
retom the pressure which she had received, and when Mave 
departed, she was standing in a reverie incapable of thought, 
deadly pale, and perfectly motionless. 



CHAPTER XXV 

SARAH WITHOUT HOPE 

fiow Sarah returned to Dalton's cabin, she herself knew 
Hot. Such was the tumult which the communication then 
tkiade to her by Mave had occasioned in Tiex m\xi3i^ ^^^ "^^ 
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scene which had jnst taken place altogether mg 
excited spirit like a troabled dream, whose inq 
too unreal and deceptive to be depended on i 
The reaction from the passive state in which ] 
her, was, to a temperament like hers, perfecti 
ing. Her pulse beat high, her cheek burned, 
flashed with more than its usual fire and overf 
liancy, and, with the exception of one impres 
her thoughts were so rapid and indistinct as t 
careering clouds which fly in tumult and confui 
troubled sky, with nothing stationary but the 
and which, in this case, might be said to resem 
conviction of Dalton's love for her, that Ma 
had left behind it. On re-entering the cabin, 
properly conscious of what she either did or 
more knelt by the side of Dalton's bed, and 
his unresisting hand, was about to speak ; b 
how to shape her language held her in a painfi 
suspense for some moments, during which 
plainly perceive the excitement or rather rap 
she was actuated. At length, a gush of hoi 
tears enabled her to speak, and she said — 

" Con Dalton — dear Con, is it true ? — can i1 
no — no — but then she says it — is it true th 
— like me ! — no, no — that word is too wake — 
you love me ? — but no — it can't be — there nev< 
happiness intended for me ; and then, if it si 
oh, if it was possible, how will I bear it ? — th 
— what — what is to be the consequence? — f< 
you is beyond all belief — beyond all that toi 
I can't stand this struggle — my head is gid 
know what I'm sayin' — or is it a dhrame i 
from, and find it false — false ? " 

Dalton pressed her hand, and looking ten 
face, replied — 

" Dear Sarah, forgive me ; your dhrame is 
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It ia trae that I like you— that. I pity yon ; but you 
forbid me to say that ; well, it is true, I say, that I like you, 
but I can't say more. The only girl I love in the sense you 
Diane, is Mave Sullivan. I could not tell you an untruth, 
' Sarah ; nor don't desave yourBalf, I like you, but I love 
her." 

She started up, and in an instant dashed the tears from 
her cheeks ; after which she said — 

" I am glad I know it ; you have said the truth — the bit- 
ther truth— ay, bitther it will prove, Condy Dalton, to more 
tiian me. My happiness in this world is now over for ever. 
i I never was happy ; an' it's clear that the doom is against 
! me ; I never will be happy. I am now free to act as I like. 
No matther what I do, it cannot make me feel mnre than I 
feel now. I might take a life^ay, twenty, an' I couldn't feel 
loore miserable than I am. Then, what is there to prevent 
me from workin' out my own will, an' doin' what my father 
wishes ? I may make myself worse an' guiltier, but unhap- 
pior I cannot be. That poor, weak hope was all I bad in 
ihiB world ; but that hope is gone, an' I have no other hope 
now." 

" Compose yourself, dear Sarah ; calm yourself," said Dal- 
ton. 

"Don't call me dear Sarah," she replied; "you were 
wrong ever to do so. Oh, why was I born ? an' what has 
this world an' this life been to me but hardship an' sorrow? 
Bat still," she added, drawing herself up, " I will let you all 
I what pride can do. I now know my fate, and what I 
t suffer ; an' if one tear would gain your love, I wouldn't 
^t — never, never." 

L3iary, in a soothing voice, " I hope you 
loii't Itiii-.w, maybe, that him- 

\c," she r almost 

me, I'll e my 
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baw minates was gtl her war to baxe an inten 
bktcjar. On r^achir.z bMse she hcjid that In 
czdv a few mir.u'ea liefore. and to i&o* sorpriaa 
flomething like grod iLuizLoar^ or. perbaps^ gr&tij 
pn»nice there. On looking into her &oe maiB 
ever, he had little tronble in perceiying that f 
traordinary had distnrbed her. He then glaii 
who, as nsoalf sat gloomily by the fire, knitti] 
and groaning with suppressed ill-temper^ as sh 
the habit of doing ever since she suspected thi 
made a certain disclosure, connected with her, t 

" Well," said he, " has there been another ' 
you \)fifiJi ding dust at it as usual ? What's w: 
fch ? Did it go to blows wid you, for you look ] 

*' You're all out of it," replied Nelly, " her b 
— an' I'm not prepared for a sudden death. SI 
thin minute, an' I'll take care of her. Blessed 
lier eyes." 

She repeated these words with that kind ( 
ridicule and scorn which so frequently accomps 
wanton brutality ; and which are, besides, pro 
Ixjyond endurance, when the mind is chafed by 
of an exciting nature. 

Sdrah iiew like lightning to the old knife, "^ 
already mentioned, and snatching it from th 
(IroHaor on which it lay, exclaimed — 

** I have now no earthly thought, nor any h( 



world, to keep my hand from evil ; an' for all ever you 

> mo saffer, take ttn's " 

jar father had not yet sat down, and it was indeed wbII 

be had not ; for it required all his activity and strength 
sd, to intercept the meditated hlow, by seizing hia 
;fa tor's arm. 

Bonh," said be, " what ia this? — are you mad, yon mur- 
ing jade, to attempt the vagabond's life ?— for she is iv 
.bond, and aa ill-tongoed vagabond. Why do you pro- 

the girl by sich language, you double-diBtilled onld 
ip ? You do nothing but growl, an' snarl, an' curse, an' 
■ — ay, pray, from momin' to night, in sich a way, thai 
rery devU himself couldn't bear you, or live with you. 
toe out o' this, or I'll let her at you ; an' I'll engage she'll 

yoa what'll settle you," 

elly rose, and pntting on her cloak, went out. 
I'm goin'," she replied, looking at and addressing tho 
Jiet; "an' plaise God, before long I'll have the best wish 
f heart fulfilled, by seein' you hanged ; but, imtil then, 

my cnrae, an' the curse o' God, light on you and pursno 
I know you have tould her everything, or she wouldn't 
towards me as she has done of late." 

rah stood like the Pythoness, in a kind of savage beauty, 

the knife firmly grasped in her hand. 
I'm glad she's gone," she said ; " but It is not her, tatlierf 

I ought to rise my hand against." 
Who, then, Sarah ? " he asked \vith something like snr- 

You asked me," she proceeded, " to assist in a plan to 
Have Sullivan carried off by Yonng Dick o' the Grange 
a now ready for anything, an' I'll do it. This world, 
«•, has nothing good or happy in it for me — now I'll be 
il to it ; if it gives me nothing good, it'll get notbiug good 
of me. I'll give it blow for blow; kindness, good for- 
if it was to happen— but it can't now — would soften 
but I know, an' I feel that ill-treatment, crosses, disap- 
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pointments, an' want of all hope in this life, has made, an' 
will make me a devil — ay, an' oh ! what a different giil I 
might be this day ! " 

" What has vexed you ? " asked the father ; " for I see tlut 
something has." 

** Isn't, it a cruel thing," she proceeded, without seeming 
to have attended to him ; " isn't it a cruel thing to think 
that every one you see about you has some happiness except 
yourself; an' that your heart is burstin', an' your brain 
buruin', and no relief for you : no one point to turn to for 
consolation — but everything dark and dismal, and fiery 
about you ! " 

" I felt all this, myself," said the Prophet ; " so don't be 
disheartened, Sarah ; in the coorse o' time your heart will 
p;et so hardened that you'll laugh at the world — ay, at all 
that's either bad or good in it, as I do." 

" I never wish to come to that state," she replied ; "an' you 
never felt what I feel — you never had that much of what was 
good in your heart. No," she proceeded, " sooner than come 
to that state — that is, to your state — I'd put this knife into 
my heart, father. You never loved one of your own kind yet." 

" Didn't I ? " he replied, whilst his eyes lightened into a 
glare like those of a provoked tiger ; " ay, I loved one of our 
kind — of your kind; loved her — ay, an' was happy wid 
her — oh, how happy. Ay, Sarah M'Gowan, an' I loved my 
fellow-creatures then, too, like a fool as I was : loved, ay, 
loved ; an' she that I so loved, proved false to me — proved 
an adulteress ; an' I tell you now, that it may harden your 
heart against the world, that that woman — my wife — that I 
so loved, an' that so disgraced me, was your mother." 

" It's a lie — it's as false as the devil himself," she replied, 
turning round quickly, and looking him, with frantic vehe- 
mence of manner, in the face. " My mother never did what 
you say. She's now in her grave, an' can't spake for or de- 
fend herself ; but if I was to stand here till judgment-day, 
rd say it was falae. You vr^Te^ misled or. mistaken, or your 
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vn bad, sospiGioas nature made you do her wrong; an' 
den if it was thrae — which it is not, but false as hell — why 
•oold you crush and wring her daughter's heart by a know- 
dge of it ? Couldn't you let me get through the short but 
itther passage of life that's before me, without addin' this to 
IB other thoughts that's distractin' me ? " 

** I did it, as I said," he replied, '^ to make you harden 
oar heart, an' to prevent you from puttin' any trust in the 
vtldf or expectin' anything either of thruth or goodness 
xna it." 

She started, as if some new light had broken in upon her, 
nd turning to him, said — 

"Hay be I undherstand you, father — I hope I do. Oh, 
DaM it be that you wor wanst a — a— a betther man — a man 
hat had a heart for your fellow-creatures, and cared for 
hm? I'm lookin' into my own heart now, and I don't 
loabt but I might be brought to the same state yet. Ha, 
lat's terrible to think of ; but again, I can't believe it. 
hther, you can stoop to lies and falsity — that I could not 
b; but no matther ; you wor wanst a good man, maybe, 
bn I right?" 

The Prophet turned round, and fixing his eyes upon his 
loghter, they stood each gazing upon the other for some 
me. He then looked for a moment on the ground, after 
hich he sat down upon a stool, and covering his face with 
>th his hands, remained in that position for two or three 
inutes. 

" Am I right, father ? " she repeated. 

He raised his eyes, and looking upon her with his usual 
nnposure, replied — 

"No— you are wrong — you are very wrong. When I 
as an innocent child I was a villain. When I was a light- 
aarted affectionate boy, playing with my brothers and 
Bters, I was a villain. When I grew into youth, Sarah, 
i' thought every one full of honesty an' truth, an' the 
arid all kindness, an' nothing about me but goodness, 
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an' generofiitv, an' affiBctionf I was, of coo 
When I loTed the risin' sun — when I looked i 
of heaven with a wonderin' and happy hea 
dawn of momin' and the last light of the sn 
filled me with joy, and made me love every c 
thing about me—the trees, the ronnin' livi 
fields, and all that God — ha, what am I say 
villain. When I loved an' married yonr mol 
she — but no matther — when all these thing 
was, I say, a villain ; but now that things is c 
betther, I am an honest man ! " 

" Father, there is good in you yet," she si 
sparkled in the very depth of her excitement, ^ 
animation that had its source in a noble and 
volence, " you're not lost." 

" Don't I say," he replied, with a cold anc 
'* that I am an honest man ? " 

" Ah," she replied, " that's gone too, then- 
will, everything's dark — no hope — no hope of 
no matther now : since I can't do betther, V 
think o' me, ay, an' feel me, too. Come, th< 
vou to sav to me ? '' 

'• Let us have a walk, then," replied her fa 
is a xcceny glimpse of sunshine, for a wondl 
heated — your face is flushed too, very much, 
will cool vou a little.'' 

*' I know my face is flushed,'' she replied, 
bumin,' an' so is my head : I have a pain in it, 
the small o' mv back too." 

" Well, come," he continued, " and a walk • 
vice to vou." 

They then went out in the direction of the 
the Prophet, during their walk, availing himse 
dent excitement to draw from her the history 
Such a task, indeed, was easily accomplished, 
gular creature, in whom love of truth, as well 
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tion of ftll falsehood and subterfuge, seemed to have been 
a moral instinct, at once disclosed to him the state of her 
affoctions, and, indeed, all that the reader already knows of 
her love for Dalton, and her rivalry with Mave Sullivan. 
These circumstances were such precisely as he could have 
wished for, and he failed not to aggravate her jealousy of 
Miavei nor to suggest to her the necessity on her part, if she 
possessed either pride or spirit, to prevent her union with 
Dalton by every means in her power. 

" ni do it," she replied, "I'll do it ; to be sure I feel that 
it's not right, an' if I had one single hope in this world I'd 
Bcom it ; but I'm now desperate : I tried to be good, but I'm 
only a cobweb before the wind — everything is against me, an' 
I think Fm like some one that never had a guardian angel to 
take care of them." 

The Prophet then gave her a detailed account of their plan 
for carrying away Mave Sullivan, and of his own subsequent 
intentions in life. 

^' We have more than one iron in the fire," he proceeded, 
"an' as soon as everything comes off right and to our wishes, 
well not lose a single hour in going to America." 

"I didn't think," said Sarah, " that Dalton ever murdered 
Sullivan till I heard himself confess it ; but I can well under- 
stand it now. He was hasty, father, and did it in a passion, 
but 80 itself, he has and had a good heart. Father, don't 
Uame me for what I say, but I'd rather be that pious, affec- 
tionate ould man, wid his murdher on his head, than you i^ 
the state you're in. An' that's thrue, I must turn back aid 
go to them — I'm too long away ; still, somethiug ails mr— 
I'm all sickish, my head and back especially." 

" Go home to our own place,*' he replied ; " maybe iff the 
sickness you're takin'." 

"Oh, no," she replied, "I felt this way wanst or twice 
before, an' I know it'll go off me — good-bye." 

"Good-bye, Sarah, an' remember, honour brigit and 



« 
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^ SaicrBST. faither, I grant von, bat never ham 
me again. It s the world makes me do it — ^ihe 
cniel vorld, that has me as I am, widoat a li 
lore me — that's what makes me do it/' 

Then they separated, he to puisne his way Xa 
Grange's, and she to the miserable cabin of 
They had not gone far, however, when she i 
calling after him. said — 

" I have thought it over again, and won*t pn 
ther till I see yon again.'* 

"Are yon goin' back o' your word so soon! 
with a kind of sarcastic sneer. " I thought yon 
your word, Sarah.'* 

She paused, and after looking about her as if i 
she turned on her heel, and proceeded in silence. 



CHAPTER XXVI 

THE PEDLAR RUXS A CLOSE RISK OF THE 

Nelly's suspicions, apparently well founded \ 

l)een, were removed from the Prophet, not so n 

disclosure to her and Sarah of his having been so 

zant of Sullivan's murder by old Dalton as by tl 

man's own confession of the crime. Still, in spit 

lad yet happened, she could not divest herself of 

^on that something dark and guilty was associat 

t^acco-box — an impression which was strengthc 

o'^Vi recollection of certain incidents that occui 

paMcular night, much about the time of Sulli"' 

peai^nce. Her memory, however, being better 

than to time, was such as prevented her from c 

whetler the incidents alluded to had occurred ; 

Sullivan's murder or afterwards. There remained 

just encugh of suspicion to torment her own mia 

enabling her to arrive at any satisfactory conclt 
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inel'a positive guilt arising from the mysterious incidents 

taaestion, A kind of awakened coaacieuce, too, resulting 

I from any principle of true repentance, but from supersti- 

a alarm and a conviction that the Prophet, had communi- 

1 to Sarah a certain secret connected with her which she 

ided 60 much to have kuowu, had, for some time past, 

Idered her whole life a singular compound of weak terror, 

mper, gloom, and a kind of conditional repentance, which 

inded altogether upon the fact of her secret being known, 

nhia mood it was that she left the cabin aa we have de- 



ft rm not fit to die," she said to herself, after she haul gone 
Pan' that's the second offer for my life she has made. 
f way, it's the best of my play to lave them; an', above 
I to keep away from her. That's the second attempt ; an' I 
o a aartinty, that if she makes a third one, it'ill do 
Oh, no doubt of that — the third time's always the 
a ! — an' into ray heart that unlucky knife 'ill go, if she 
r thrtea it a third time ! They tell me," she proceeded, 
iqnixing, as she was in the habit of doing, '' that the in- 
t is to be held in a day or two, an' that the crowner was 
f unwell a thrifle, an' hadn't the sickness afther all. Ko 
tther — not all the wather in the say 'ud clear my mind 
t there's not villainy joined wid that tobaccy-box, though 
Q it could go, or what could come of it (barrin' the divil 
if or the fairies tuck it), I don't know." 
far aa concerned the coroner, the rumour of his having 
Ight the prevailing typhus was not founded on fact. A 
t indisposition, arising from cold caught by a severe wet- 
;, bat by no means of a serious or alarming nature, was 
I only malady ; and when the day to which the inquest 
B been postponed had arrived, he was sufficiently recovered 
toGODduct that important investigation. A very large crowd 
i assembled upon the occaijion, and a deep interest pr«- 
I throughout that part of the country. The cir 
I, however, did not, as it happened, admit of any par- 
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•errr ScIIiTan and his frieni 



jri» vx* *:!ie^ ^"^ v"- ^ :rder to give evidence 1 

itienTi-y :£ '.'^•i colj. Tiisw h-jwever, was a mal 

Ijir LricTilTr. ij-n ii5iz.:crring the remains, i1 

r'2jk'. il^i :l:zha& vrm it tie dme of the murder 1 

luTitrd -vi'Jji 'zsizi — iz. ciier words, that the bo 

scr.Tcei :£ ill cc.: tze zinier garment preyions 

3ieriT. Tiie fTi.iew'W, Devertheless, of the Black 

:f Sed ?-.:ii-£v "s-ds cccolosive- The trath, howen 

11 -•:: :f ill 'lie i-j'aiiaw bet not of the fact itself 

TT :l'i ra-lT'c. -'1? hii simcientlv recovered fro: 

t? be rrfsecT a: tie investigation. The circtii] 

ri:»sed :? ct the rr? witnesses were snfficientl] 

iirme to establish the fact against him, altho 

tnr::e«i the details as we have stated, bat ad 

jkfter s hari battle with weighty sticks, he did ] 

by A" :iiLlr.:ky blow, and left him dead in a o 

del.: ::r a sl:rt time, near the Grey Stone. He i 

did n?t b'wLTv the bcdv. but that he carried it soon 

fr?m the neli in which the nnhappy crime had bi 

te*.! to the rradsMe. where he laid it for a time 

rrxure assisTAiice. He said he then changed hit 

havinjt leorme afraid to communicate the unhaj 

to any of the nei::hboiirs, he fled in great terror 

adjoining mountains, where he wandered nearly 1 

the approach of daybreak the next morning. H 

himself seized with an uncontrollable anxiety t 

the scene of conflict, which he did, and found. 

to his surprise indeed, thai) the body had been p 

he supposed at the time that Sullivan's friends 

brought it honie. This he declared was the tm 

more nor less, and he concluded by solemnly stati 

knew no more than the child unborn of what had 

the body, or how it disappeared. He also acknowl 

he was very much intoxicated at the time of the qi 

that were it not for the shock he received by percei 
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tatn waa dead, he thought he would not have had any- 

t beyond a confused and indistinct recollectioa of the 

3 at all. He admitted also that be had threat- 

iSalliTan in the market, and followed him closely for 

1 of beating him, but laaintained that the fatal 

I not been given with aa intention of taking his 

t lact, on the contrary, that the body had been privately 
, and stripped before interment, was corroborated by 
tlu circnmstaoce of Sullivan's body-coat having b«en found 
\Hm next morning in a torn and bloody state, together with 
big great-coat and hat ; but, indeed, the impression upon the 
Bunda of many was, that Daltnu's version of the cireum- 
ftances was got up for the purpose of giving to what was 
looked upon as a deliberate assassination the character of 
(ttniple homicide or manslaughter, so as that ho might escape 
die capital felony, and come off triumphantly by a short im- 
friaonment The feeling against him too was strengthened 
tod exasperated by the impetuous resentment with which he 
•ddressed Iiimself to the Prophet and Roddy Duncan whilst 
giving their evidence, for it was not unreasonable to suppose 
that the man who, at his years, and in such awful circum- 
ItaacdS, could threaten the lives of the witnesses against 
Um, as be did, would not hesitate to commit, in a fit of that 
litgovemable passion that had made him remarkable through 
ib, Uu very crime with which he stood charged through a 
datilar act of blind and ferocious vengeance. Others, on the 
mlmy, held different opinions, and thought that the old 
■■a'a account of the matter was, both simple and natiu'al, 
ud bore the stamp of sincerity and truth upon the very face 
if it. Jerry Sullivan only swore that, to the best of liis 
iptiiioQ, the skeleton found was much about the size of what 
tui brother's would be ; but as the proof of Lis private in- 
taimaiit by Dalton had been clearly established by ihe evi- 
liBCe of the Prophet and Roddy, constitnting, us it did, an 
Hliuhen chain of circumstances which notliing conid resist, 
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the jury had no hesitation in retoming the f 
diet : — 

"We find a verdict of wilful murder agai 
DaltoUf senior, for that he, on or about the nigh 
ttenth of December, in the year of grace 1798, c 
waylay Bartholomew Sullivan, and deprive hi 
by blows and violence, having threatened him 
effect on the aforesaid day." 

During the progress of the investigation o 
pedlar and Charley Hanlon were anxious and 
tive spectators. The former never kept his 
Prophet, but surveyed him with a face in i; 
difficult to say whether the expression was on< 
viction or astonishment. When the investigal 
to a close, he drew Hanlon aside and said — 

" That swearin',. Charley, was too clear, an' 
the jury myself, I would find the same verdi 
Lord support the poor ould man in the mane 
spite of all that happened, one can't help pity, 
any rate, his unfortunate family. However, se 
by not havin' a curb over one's passions when tl 

" God's a just God," replied Hanlon — " the 
serves his punishment, an^ I hope will meet it." 

" There is little doubt of it," said the pedlar, 
of God is in it all." 

" That's more than I see, or can at the ] 
then," replied Hanlon. " Why should my 
long ? — but I dare say the truth is, she is either 
an' if that's the case, what's all you have said a 
You see it's but a chance still." 

" Trust in God," replied the pedlar ; " that's 
us can do or say now. There's the coffin. I'm 
goin' to bury him, and to have the greatest funi 
was in the count hry ; but, God knows, there's fir 
in the neighbourhood widout their making a a) 
selves wid this." 
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1 tnitli in that report, either," said Hanlon. 

ms Bpakin' to Jerry Sullivan this momin', an' I have it 

I that they intend, to bury him as quietly as they 

i'b much changed from what he was — Jeny is — an' 

t wish to have the ould man hanged at all, if he can 

It it." 

Eanged or not, Charley, I must go on with my petition 
iek o" the Grange. Of coorse, I have no chance, but 
) the Lord put something good into Travers's h«art, 
I 1^ bid me bring it to him ; at any rate it can do no 

r any earthly good," replied the other, " The farm is 
inate the property of Darby Skinadre, an' to my own 
;e Maather Dick has a good hundre' pounds in his 
r befriendin' the mealmooger." 

an' all, Charley, I'll go to the father, if it was only 
» the agent wishes it ; I promised I would, an' who 
I, at any rate, but he may do aomethin' for the poor 
ms himself, when he finds that the villain that robbed 

r you may be right," said Hanlon, "an' as yon aay, 
) good it can do no harm ; but for my part, I can 
Biy think of anything but my poor annt. What, in 
I name, except sickness or death, can keep her away, 
t know." 

•at your traet in God, man — that's my advice to you." 
md a good one it is," replied the other, " if we could 
bilow it up aa we ought. Eveiy one here woudhers at 
baoge that's come over me— I thai was light and airy, 
fond of every divarsion that was to be had, am now 
■tve as a parson ; but, indeed, uo wondher, for ever since 
pwfiil nighl at the Grey Stone— since both nights, in- 
— i'm not the same man, an' I feel as if there was a 
t over me that nothing wUl remove, unless we trace the 
:, an'I hardly know what to say about it, now that 
n't forthcomin'." 
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■ rr-«: in ""-"*£. I "ell ynu. for as sure as yo 

• ■ ■ . • ^^^ •* 

■V._ '"Tils* " "* ' ^1" "^r. 

r"'-:* '''n~=»Tsa~l'rii "IieTi rock various changes 
."-r-ir-:. ^.TiTil "zev reached the Grange, where thi 
-_:e" ■::••: "v-ia renrry Branisan. who addres 
r- :?:::;■ "-■* "-tIIat. '.3l riaT recnliarly dry and : 
v i: . .: i-* T'\< 'i'-r'z ii tlie habit of nsing when ] 
i.^c^^io jfc rnen il" i.;- in an nngraciona garb— 
r'n:^" -^-T "*" '~^^' -7 "he wav. to which he was 
III. ;->:. Iz faor. a snr I j answer from Jemm^ 

•.■:e::-'~ Jiv.oa'i"'? 'c bis intention to serve "» 

- - • 

•^.'.s'er 15 IT ~*-as :rher^:se : bnt so adroitly di* 
h'-s 5eii"nieii~5. Thar no earthly penetration c 
:he:n. ~^*::1 rr"~^ by "he resnlt. Jemmy, besi< 
yr- •"..ir .I- hear: ::r his open, honest scurrilit 
Trh.'.-h he hiverlv tcnnd extremelv beneficial to ] 
mn-.'h iS ~ "V Thar izoreasini: infirmity had inca 
ziLis*rer :r:m ieliverii!^ much of the altemai 
•or'v r*.A.:e rcTween them, he experienced greal 
m^minz :r"n a fresh breathing with his rat 

■ r-:"'-i:*"."' >i:i ri^rilrn. " Is rhe master in the 

■ I- /.- -.v. "h- -—;''? ': — who wants him ? '' and 

.'lie 1 :: bv a look of ineffable 
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•■ Y'i:r frieud. the p-edlar, wants him ; and so 
Han Ion, - 1 leave vou both to fight it out betwe< 

•• You're comin' wid your petition, an' a pur 
are, goin' to look afther a farm for a man that' 
(maj- God forbid — this day, amin ! " he exc 
earnest undertone which the other could not 
what can you expect but to get kicked out c 
stocks for attemptin' to take a farm over a 
head." 

" What other man's head ? — nobody has it ye 

" Ay, has there — a very daicent, respectable 
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inme one Darbj Skinadre (may he never warm Iiia 

,ose in the sajne farm, the miserable keoiot that he is 

" he added in another soliloquy, which escaped tlio 

tr) — "a very honest man ia Darby Skioadre, eo you may 

■ yourself the trouble, I say." 

TLt any rate, there's no harm in tryin'— worse than fail 
ft't, an' if we succeed it'll be good to come in for any- 
K fitmi The onld scoundrel, before the divil gats him." 
my gave him a look. 

ty, what have you to say against the Ould Boy ? 
jit'fl not castin' reflectione on your own maather you'd 

pb, not at all," replied the pedlar, " eepeoially when I'm 

■tin' a favour from one of hia sarviuts. Throtli he'll 

I by all accounts, have hia hook in the onld Clip o' tho 

—an' atther that some of hia friends will soon fnlly 

I wotddn't ba manin' one Jemmy Branigan. Oh, dear 

rat'a a sure case that it's the Black Boy's intention to 

Itha whole family by instalments, an' wid respect to the 

tnt« to place them in their ould situations. Faith you'll 

1 berth of it. Jemmy, an' well you desarve it," 

'^y, then, you circulating vagabone," replied Jemmy ; 

■en't a close friend to him, you'd not know his 

o well. Don't lot out on yourself, man alivQ, 

8 you have the face to be proud of your acquaintances, 

a throth is more than any one, barrin' the same set, 

I be of you," 

W«ll, well," retorted the pedlar, " aure blood alive, as 
Ir all of the same connexion, let us not quarrel now, but 
B another if we can. Go an' tell the ould blackguard I 
k to see bim about business." 

Vill 1 tell him you're it«hy about the houghs?— eh f 
Hiwrever, the truth is, that they"— and he pointed to the 
•locks — " might be justice, but no novelty to you. Tha iron 
gkrtbns ia an ornament you often wore, an' will agin, plaise 
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" Throth, an' yonr ornament is one yonH ne 
Becond time — the hemp collar will grace your nee 
never mind, you're leadin' the life to deearve it. 
I can spake a word wid your masther for a poor h 

" Why, then, to avoid your tongne, I may i 
yoii that, himself, Masther Richard, and Darby S 
the office ; an' if you can use the same blackguar 
well in a good cause as you can in a bad one, 
well for the poor craythers. Gro in now, an'," 
another soliloquy, '^ may the Lord prosper his *< 
day vours, the vagabone ; although all hope o' tl 
doubt; for hasn't Skinadre the promise, ai 
Richard the bribe. However, who can tell ; so 
the vagabone, I say again I " 

The pedlar, on entering, found old Henderso 
an arm-chair, with one of his legs, as usual, bi 
Htretx*'hod out before him on another chair. He e 
worn and debilitated, and altogether had the app 
man whose life was not worth a single week 
Skinadre was about taking leave of his patron, 
had been speaking to him as the pedlar entered. 

*' Don't. l)e uneasy, Darby," he said; "weca 
a lease for about a week or fortnight ; but the a 
hero, an' we must first take out new leases oursel 
aw wo do you shall have yours." 

"If you only knew, your honour, the scrapi: 
these hard times, to get together that hundre' — 

" Hush — there," said the other, clapping his h 
air of ridicule and contempt, upon the miser's m< 
will do now ; be oif, and depend upon — mum, yoi 
mo ! ila, ha, ha,— that's not a bad move, father. 
" however, I think we must give him the farm." 

The pedlar had been standing in the middle 
when young Dick, turning round suddenly, asfo 
a frown, occasioned by the fact of his having o\ 
short dialogue, what he wanted. 
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*• God save your hoDOura, giiitleman," said the pedlar, in 
md, straightforward voice. " I'm glad to see your honour 
king BO ■well," he added, turning to the father ; " it's fresh 
i young you're gettin', air, glory be to God t " 
f "Who ia this felbw, Dick ? Do you think I look better, 

fSays Jenuny Branigan to ma afore I came in," pro- 
ved the pedlar — " he's a thrue friend o' mine, your 
■, Jemmy is, an' 'ud go to the well o' the world's end 
e me— says he, you'll be delighted Harry, to see the 
bther look so fresh and well." 
vAod the cursed old hypocrite is just after telling me, 
;, to prepare for a long journey, adding, for my conso- 
|l>n, that it won't be a troublesome one, iDasmuch that it 
J be all down hill." 
f Why," replied the son, " he has given you that inf orma- 
, for the ten thousandth time, to my own knowledge. 
lat does this man want ? What's your bnainesB, my good 
w?" 

i' your pardon, air," replied the pedlar, " will you 
X you one question — ^were you ever in the forty- 
tnth foot ? Oh, begad, it must be him to a sartainty," he 
I, as if to himself. 
fNo," replied Dick; why aoi"' 
PTake care, your honour," said the pedlar, smiling roguishly ; 

e care now. If it A^aan't you -" 

i What are you speaking about ?— what do you mean ? " 

e young man. 
Sie pedlar went over to him, and said, in a low voice, 
lung cautionsly at the father, as if he didn't wish that he 
llbould hear him,— 

" It was surely your honour took away Lord Handicap's 
daughter when you wor an ensign — the handsome ecisigii, as 
ihey called you in the forty-seventh ? Eh ? faix I knew you 
the nuuut« I looked at you." 

" Ha, ba, ha — do you know what, father ? He says I'm 
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the handsome ensign of the forty-seventh, that took awa; 
Lord Handicap's daughter." 

" The greatest beauty in all England/' added the pedhr; 
" an' I knew him at wanst, your honour." 

" Well, Dick, that's a compliment, at any rate," replied 
the father." 

" Were you ever in the forty-seventh ? " ai^ed the son, 
smiling. 

'^ Ah, ha," returned the pedlar, with a knowing wink, 
" behave yourself, captain ; I'm not so soft as all that comes 
to ; but sure as I have a favour to ax from his honour, your 
father, I'm glad to have your assistance. Faix, by all 
accounts, you pleaded your own cause well, at any rate ; an' 
I hope you'll give me a lift now wid his honour here." 

Dick the younger laughed heartily, but really had nok 
ready virtue enough about him to disclaim the compliment. 

"Come, then," he added, "let us hear what your &.vour is." 

" Oh, thin, thank you, an' God bless you, captain ! It's 
this, only to know if you'd be good enough to grant a new 
lease of Cargah farm to young Condy Dalton ; for the ould 
man, by all accounts, isn't long for this world." 

Both turned their eyes upon him with a look of singular 
astonishment. 

*• Who are you at all, my good fellow ? " asked the father; 
»»or what the devil drove you here on such an impudent 
message ? A lease to the son of that old murderer and his 
on>w of beggars! That's good, Dick!— well done, soger !- 

will you back him in that, captain ? Sa, ha, ha ! D n 

^jie^ if ever I heard the like of it ! " 

- 1 hope you will back me, captain," said the pedlar. 

" l^pou what grounds, comrade ? Ha, ha, ha ! Go on ! 
-^5 US hear you ! " 

-\Yhy> yoiir honour, bekase he's best entitled to it. 
^iw^ ci what it was when he got it, an' think of what it is 
* jjjjl then ax yourselves—' Who raised it in value, an' 
;» %-^t)i Wiat^ -wWci \\» ^^^ ^^^^V? ^ Wasn't it the 
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Ikltons ? Didn't they lay out near eight hundre' pounds 
upon it ? An' didn't you, at every renewal, screw them up — 
beggin' yonr pardon, gintlemen — until they found that the 
more they improved it the poorer they were gettin' ? An' 
now that it lies there, worth double its value, and they that 
laade it so (to put money into your pockets) beggars — widin' 
% taw hundred yards of it — wouldn't it be rather hard to let 
them die an' starve in destitution, and them wishin' to get it 
back at a raisonable rint ? " 

" In this country, brother soldier," replied Dick, ironically, 
" we generally starve first an' die afterwards." 

** You may well say so, your honour ; an' God knows, 
there's not upon the face of the earth a counthry where star- 
vation is so much practised, or so well undherstood. Faith, 
unfortunately, it's the national divarsion wid us. However, 
is what I'm sayin' raisonable, gintlemen ? " 

" Exceedingly so," said Dick ; " go on." 

" Well, then, I wish to know, will you give them a new 
lease of their farm ? " 

" You do !— do you ? " 

"Throth I do, your honour." 

" Well, then," replied the son, " I beg to inform you that 
we will not." 

" Why so, your honour ? " 

" Simply, you knave," exclaimed the father, in a passion, 
" because we don't wish it. Eack him out, Dick ! " 

" My good friend and brother soldier," said Dick, "the fact 
is, that we are about to introduce a new system altogether 
upon our property. We are determined to manage it upon a 
perfectly new principle. It has been too much sub-let under 
US, and we have resolved to rectify this evil. That is our 
answer. You get no lease. Provide for yourself, and your 
friends, the Daltons, as best you can, but on this property 
yoQ get no lease. That is your answer." 

** Begone, now, you scoundrel," said the father, " and not 
a word more out of your head." 



-— n 00 mxdcemau .^ li ^hflc« vo jiKtieft in 
rbie luien'. uii iCTTTv. :&3ii saAaria.'s of tliis 
futi:^' '¥tI1 be xxn T«nz. I -iK^iibc. if toq don 



- Tnxca the beiL Didt ! Tfrre. someone! Jei 
ria ■ HjLrry urrrj ! Jj*:k Clinton. ! — where are 
aenatfr^ia > Hafr». pn *h5^ n^sial in xhe stoeks, ii 

J^xxoij. w^\ frnn ah adjoin ir.g room, had bee 
t.: -iTwnr wrrri tiiS caased. E!:w entered. 

~ 5er». j^n. sir : cLip *£id Tagabmd in the stc 
ixiackcce. He has ccoe here porpc^elT to insolt 
niT see — zo tie stocks with, him, at once ! " 

- X: ! ~ replied Jemsiv : •* the divil reaaye tht 
2-? en Mm this daj. Di-ln't I hear every word tl 
An* wh&: did he sav bar the thmth, an* whai 
knows to be the thnith ? " 

*' Pat him In the st>xks. I desire yon, this inista 

•" Throth if yon wor to Lx>k at your mng in the . 
feel that yonll »»n be in a worse stocks yourself 
y:ii p\ir any p>:r craythar into/' replied the 
JeiLiiiiv. '• D> v:.! te ctf about vour business, in 
tLL^e, v-ru i:>-i-natured vairab^ne. or this ould fir 
get some one wid less conscience than I have, that 
in them." 

*• Never mind, father,'' observed the son ; 
fellow go about his business — he's not worth y 
ment.'' 

The pedlar took the hint, and withdrew, accon 
Jemmy, on whose face there was a grin of triumj 
could not conceal. 

" I tould you," he added, as they went down 
" that the same stocks was afore you ; an' in the 
God pardon me for the injustice I did in keepin' 
them." 
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" Gk) on ' replied the other ; " divil a harsh word ever 111 
i»y to you again." 

^'Throth will you," said Jemmy ; " an* both of us will be 
i^s fresh as a daisy at it in the momin', plaise goodness. I 
bave scarcely any one to abuse me, or to abuse either, now 
that the ould masther is so feeble." 

Jemmy extended his hand as he spoke, and gave the pedlar 
a squeeze, the cordiality of which was strongly at variance 
with the abuse he had given him. 

" God bless you ! " said the pedlar, returning the pressure ; 
" your bark is worse than your bite. I^m oflf now to mention 
the reception they gave me and the answers I got to a man 
that will, maybe, bring themselves to their marrowbones 
afore long." 

" Ay, but don't abuse them for all that," replied Jemmy, 
"for I won't hear it." 

'* Throth," returned the other, " you're a quare Jemmy — 
an' so, God bless you I " 

Having uttered these words* in": an amicable and grateful 
spirit, our friend the pedlar bent his steps to the head inn of 
the next town — being that of the assizes — where Mr. Travers, 
the agent, kept his office. 



CHAPTER XXVII 

* 

SARAH ILL— MAVE AGAIN TO THE RESCUE 

Young Henderson, whose passion for Mave Sullivan was 
neither virtuous nor honourable, would not have lent himself, 
notwithstanding, to the unprincipled projects of the Prophet, 
had not that worthy personage gradually and dishonestly 
drawn him into a false position. In other words, he led the 
vain and credulous young man to believe that Mave had been 
seized with a secret affection for him, and was willing, pro- 
vided everything was properly managed, to consent to an 
elopement. For this purpose it was necessary that the plan 
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himBelf, whilst be left Henderson to run the risk of such 
contingenoies as might in all probability arise from the 
tnuisaction. 

TbiSf however, was but an underplot of the Prophet, whose 
object was indeed far beyond that of becoming the paltry in- 
stminant in a rustic intrigue. It was a custom with Dick o' 
the Grangei for a few years previous to the date of our story, 
to sleep, during the assizes, in the head inn of the town, 
attended by Jemmy Branigan. This was rendered in some 
degree necessary by the condition of his leg, and his extra- 
cvdinary devotion to convivial indulgence — a propensity to 
which he gave full stretch during the social license of the 
gnuid-jnry dinners. Now, the general opinion was that 
Henderson always, kept large sums of money in the house, 
aa opinion which we believe to have been correct, and which 
■ooni ed to have been confirmed by the fact that on no occa- 
non were both father and son ever known to sleep out of the 
house at the same time, to which we may also add another, 
YUL, that the whole family were well provided with fire-arms 
which were freshly primed and loaded every night. 

The Prophet, therefore, had so contrived it, that Young 
Dick's design upon Mave Sullivan, or, in other words, the 
Prophet's own design upon the money coffers of the Grange, 
eboold render his absence from home necessary whilst his 
father was swilling at the assizes, by which arrangements, 
added to others that will soon appear, the house must, to a 
certain degree, be left unprotected, or altogether under the 
case of dissolute servants, whose habits, caught from those 
of the establishment, were remarkable for dissipation and 
neglect. 

The Prophet, indeed, was naturally a plotter. It is not 
likely, however, that he would ever have thought of project- 
iog the robbery of the Grange, had he not found himself, as 
he imagined, foiled in his designs upon Mave Sullivan, by 
the instinctive honour and love of truth which shone so 
Inlliantly in the neglected character of his extraordinary 
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daughter. Having first .entrapped her into f 
secrecy — a promise which he knew death itself w 
induce her to violate—- he disclosed to her the "v 
the most plausible and mitigated language, 
effort was made to work upon her principles, 
Once or twice, it is true, she entertained the 
time; but a momentary deliberation soon raise 
ally noble and generous spirit above the turpiti 
a project. 

It was, then, in this state of things, that the : 
one, and the lesser plan, through the incorrupt! 
his daughter, drove him upon the larger and m 
one of the burglar. In this latter he took uni 
his principal accomplice, Biod Boddy Duncan, -v 
to procure the driver's situation arose from the i 
existed to have a friend in the house, who mi| 
in effecting a quiet entrance, and by unloading a 
fire-arms, neutralize the resistance which they 
wise expect. 

Sarah's excitement and distraction, however, r 
her last interview with young Dalton, giving, 
fatal blow to her passion and her hopes, vehei 
traordinary as they were, threw her across her 
at the precise moment when her great but unreg 
inflamed by jealousy and reckless from desps 
her most accessible to the wily and aggravatin 
with which he tempted and overcame her. Th 
far as human means could devise, or foresight c; 
vide for the completion of two plots instead of o: 

It is true, Mave Sullivan was not left altoge 
having been forewarned. Nobody, however, hi 
acquainted with the peculiar nature of the dan| 
before her. Nelly M^Gowan, as she was called, ] 
cautioned her against both Donnel and Sarah, bn 
herself was completely in the dark as to the cha 
injury against which she warned her, so that 
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tutions were founded more upon t.he general and unseru- 

I profligacy of Doacel'a principles, and his daughter'a 

pee, than upon any particular knowledge she possessed 

' intentions towards her. Mave's own serene and 

mt disposition was such, in fact, as to render her not 

' impresBad by suspicion ; and our readers may have 

nved, by the interview which took place between her 

1, that from the latter, at all events, she appre- 

> injury. 

I waa on the following day after that interview, about 

Vclock, that whilst she was spreading some clothes upon 

dge, during a sickly gleam of sunshine, our 

the pedlar made his appearance, and entered her 

1 house. Mave having laid her washing before the 

int in and fonnd him busily engaged in showing his 

I, which consisted principally of cutlery and trinkets. 

s she entered, threw a hasty glance at her, and 

pved that she shook down her hisuriaat hair, which had 

ilisarranged by a branch of thorn that was caught in it 

) Btrelching over the hedge. She at once recognized 

1 blushed deeply; but beseemed altogether to have 

ten her. 

" he exclaimed, " well, that I may be blest bnt it's 
h a long day since I seen such a head o' hair as that ! 
J St. Countryman, but it's a beauty. Mitsha, n Qra 
■ maybe you'll dispose of it, for, in troth, if ever a face 
^ could afford to part wid its best ornament, an' yours 

I Hmilf^l au<l blushed at the compliment, and the 
reyed Ler apparently with a mixed feeling of admii-a- 
taud compassion. 

replied, " I haven't any desire to part with it,' 
the sickness, maybe ? " 
Sianks be to the mercy of God," she fervently exclaimed, 

e in this family has had it yet." 
EPell, achcra," he continued, "if you take my advice 
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• Ti^" "^\- ' irs-^r-*: *^er :n"-Iier. - That it's 
-s**.! 1^ * :u.r. iz 1 "r:ie"jier lt 3 "hme or not I 
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r. ..n .-I'Mnp^ M li'irsf- .- :■."•! a: 'lif ztz" it::-?, 

.,n,-.' .MM« iiiuhmI m sliirli* ] at:?e in 'Zr .'"nTfrs^'iro 
\\ ,11. Poniiy," w\\(l the ia*hrr. •■ t.\:.i:*5 'hr : 
1i.».l ^o^^ '1 wiil Mif! DaltoDS." rerli-^i tzr brj. 
\\.«l» ilto I)!iltfiiis I *' exclainiei Mave. tre 
. •♦.**.. |".»loi, if |»f»MMiblo, than the "R'as. *" ::r G 
P iiui . ^\|i.ii linn li!i|)|if;ried amoDg them r '* 
I 4(u.i iM«.i |)iill.()ii a while az:. he rerlie 
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onld me that they had no one now to take care o' them. 
Sarah M'Growan, the Black Prophet's daughter, has catched 
die sickness, and is lyin' in a shed there beyant, that a poor 
bhravellin' family was in about a week ago. Mrs. Dalton 
says her own family isn't worse wid the sickness, but betther, 
ahe thinks ;, but she was cryin', the daicent craythur, and 
she says they'll die wid neglect and starvation, for she must 
be out, and there's no one to attend to them, and they have 
nothing but the black wather, God help them ! " 

Whilst he spoke, Mave's eyes were fastened upon him, as 
if the sentence of her own life or death was about to issue 
from his lips. Gradually, however, she breathed more freely ; 
a pale red tinged her cheek for a moment, after which a 
greater paleness settled upon it again. 

The pedlar shook his head. 

" Ah," he exclaimed, " they are hard times, sure enough ; 
may the Lord bring us all safe through them ! Well, I see 
I'm not likely to make my fortune among you," he added, 
smiling, " so I must tramp on, but, any way, I thank you for 
your houseroom and your civility." 

"I'd oflfer something to ait," said Mrs. Sullivan, with 
evident pain, "but the truth is " 

"Not a morsel," replied the other, "if the house was 
overflowin'. God bless you all — God bless you." 

Mave, almost immediately after her brother had concluded, 
passe(^ to another room, and returned just as the old pedlar 
had gone out. She instantly followed him with a hasty 
step; whilst he, on hearing her foot, turned round. 

" You tould me that you admired my hair," she said, on 
coming up with him. " Now, supposin' I'm willin' to sell it 
to you, what ought I to get for it ? " 

" Don't be alarmed by what they say inside," replied the 
pedlar ; " any regular docthor would tell you that, in these 
times, it's safer to part wid it — that I may be happy but 
I'm tellin' you thruth. What is it worth ? What are you 
axin' ? " 
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AA. hrrr^nr^T. ;a srKi a w»t &3 to render tl 
if .•. a.» lirrift zerxzriihi* &5 night be: the dd 
dM e/:*. fi'ur,nrz. nA )laTe. when &he pat o 
nighr-^^kp. Wjk^ as if si^ had no* nndergoiieanyi 

A ; •!.'- .y: .'.- ".i^ ;r.:-Z ?'.vay :.r cvillei her as 
L':.- ''^r.'i'-er .v.igLt n:*. heir. 

■ D.d v/i ever see me af'.re ? " he aske-i. 

*' I did," she replied, bloishing. 

" Well, ncfw/ra,'' he proceeded, *• if ever you ha 
hard wet, either for yourself or your friends, sen< 
Widow J fan Ion 'h house at the Grange, an' ma] 
Ujfriend either you or them ; that is, as far as I i 
d#rar knowH, is not far; but, still an' all, send. 
HH th« f'annio Su^ah, or Merry Pedlar, an' that'I 
mark you, ahap^ur ! " 

M«r brother's intelligence respecting the situa 
Dalt/mH, as well as of Sarah M^Gowan, saved Ma"^ 
oxplanaiion to her parents for the act of having p 
hnr hair. 
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Ve are able to live — barely able to live," she esclaimed ; 

L thanks be lo God, we have our health ; but the Daltons 

■ 1 they'll never get throngh what they're sufferiu'; on' 

Bgirl — oh! mother, sich a gii'l as that ia— how little does 

rorld know of the heart that beautiful craythur has, 

I the mercy of God rest upon her ! Thia money ia for 

■ Daltons an' her ; we can do without it— au', mother 

I my hair will grow again. Oh ! father dear, think of it 

,' in a eowld shed by the roadside, an' no one to help 

—to hand her a drink — to ease her on her hard 

f-bed I — on the cowld earth, I suppose ! Oh ! think if I 

a that desolate state. May God support me, but ahe'a 

rst I'll see ; an' while I have life an' strength, she 

^'t want attendance ; an', thank God, that her shed's on 

ray to the Daltons 1 " 

1 then hastily sent her brother into BaUynafail for 

I comforts aa she deemed necessary for both parties, 

(in the meantime, putting a bonnet over her clean 

»p, ahe procooded to the shed in which Sarah 

ran lay. 

i looking at it, ere she entered, she could not help 

It was not such a place as the poorest pauper 

i poorest cabin would willingly place an animal in for 

It aimply consisted of a few sticks laid up against 

> of a ditch ; over these sticks were thrown a few 

I, that is, the sward of the earth cut thin ; in the in- 

nras the renmant of some loose straw, the greater part 

5 been taken away either for bedding or for firing. 

I Mave entered, she started at the singular appear- 
i Sarah. From the iirst moment her person had been 
1 to ber until the present she had never seen her look 
> beantifal. She literally lay stretched upon a little 
L with no other pillow than a sod of earth under that 
I glowing cheek, whilst her raven hair had fallen 
I and added to the milk-white purity of her shining 
i bosom. 
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- 1 TTz. T rr?ak ziT jrccniae, father, but FI 
inor: : *z.' I can'-: e-ren give bcr wamin'. A 
':lr?a^2£r::^^— in" I La:e that. Xo. no— 111 hi 
:• it — nazaze it v>::t own wav — it's threachenn 
crreeeti nv Lairiness. \t?u sav — av, an* there 
— *»:■ she has — ruiv f:r her I might — amn^t I 8 
vr:i sav. an* as well shaped — hay'n't I as whita 
lea^itifil hair, an' as good eves? — people say 
if I have, wouldn't he oome to love me in timi 
her — or if there wasn't that bar pnt between 
right, yoa're ri^ht. She's the cause of all my 
s:rT:w — she is — I agree — I agree — down with 
my way with her — I hate her — I hate the thou^ 
an' I'll joiu it — for mark me, father, wickede 
but more miserable I can't — so I'll join you i 
need I care now ? *' 

Mave felt her heart sink, and her whole bei 
with a heavy sense of terror as Sarah uttered tl 
rhapsody which we have just repeated. Th< 
strongly expressed warnings which she had prei 
from Nelly, and the earnest admonitions which 
had given her to beware of evil designs on the p 
Dhu and his daughter, now rushed upon her m 
stood looking upon the desolate girl with feelin 
difficult to describe. She also remembered tha 
self had told her, in their last interview, that s! 
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klKraglitBy and worse thoughts than the fair battle of rivaky 
between them would justify ; and it was only now, too, that 
ttie 11IIOQDBC10U8 allusion to the Prophet struck her with full 



sweet and gentle magnanimity, however, rose over 
ecmsideration but the frightfully desolate state of her 
Mliarry rivaL Even in this case, also, her own fears of 
eontagion yielded to the benevolent sense of duty by which 
■he was actuated. 

** CSome what will," she said to her own heart, " we ought 
to return good for evil, an' there's no use in know'n' what 
IS right unless we strive to put it in practice. At any rate, 
poor girly poor generous Sarah, I'm afeard that you're never 
likaly to do harm to me, nor any one else, in this world. 
May God, in His mercy, pity and relieve you, and restore 
joa wanst more to health ! " 

Have, unconsciously, repeated the last words aloud, and 
Sarali, who had been lying with her back to the unprotected 
•pening of the shed, having had a slight mitigation, and but 
a slight one, of the paroxysm under which she had uttered 
the previous incoherencies, now turned round, and fixing her 
•jes upon Mave, kept sharply, but steadily, gazing at her 
far some time. It was quite evident, however, that con- 
onoosness had not returned, for, after she had surveyed 
Have for a minute or two, she proceeded, — 

" The devil was there a while ago, but I wasn't afeard of 
Um, because I knew that Qtod was stronger than him ; and 
then there came an angel — another angel, not you — an' put 
him away ; but it wasn't my guardian angel, for I never had 
a gnardian angel — oh, never, never — no, nor any one to take 
care o' me, or make me love them." 

She uttered the last words in a tone of such deep and dis- 
tie«niii|^ sorrow that Mave's eyes filled with tears, and she 
rapliedy^ 

''Dear Sarah, let me be your guardian angel; I will do 
iHiat I can for you ; you do not know me ? " 
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31iT» 5»iZ-Ti3. 'Lia.': kzcTra ths- vahie. and loves 

- 'TTzr." aie i^kad. rartfrz a little ; " who— 
jS Z2j^z } — Trie ia i" r — aaj it agaixL** 

" Den'': t:ii kzx^v Xave SaliiTan ? I am Ma' 
rhat L->-7eg t-jVL an' feela for vour miserable ai 
dear Sarah.*" 

" I never had a guardian angel, nor any one ' 
r' z:.h—z.'.z 5. r:.:rher. many a time — often — often 
-s-T.'i — \.-:*: *.:• Irk at Ler face — and to know 
rr.e. 0?;. a rihriLk, a dhrink — is there no one t 
dhrink ? I'm bnmin*, I'm bumin' — is there » 
me a dhrink ? Mave Snllivan, Mave Snllivan, ] 
me ! I heard some one name her — I heard he 
die without a dhrink." 

Mave Iwked about the desolate shed, and, to 
w\)'m\ a tin porringer, which Sarah's unhappy 
}iarJ loft Ixjliind tliom ; seizing this, she flew to a 
that ran by the j)laco, and filling the vessel, i 
j»lac.n(l it to Sarah's lij)H. She drank it eagerly, 
I)it(M)UMly and j>ainfully up into Mave's face, si 
lifM* hf>nd, and «])|)OttT'od to bi^oatho moi'e freely, 
that Iho drink of cold water would have cooled h 



— MAVE AGAIN TO THE KESCUE 



^Klta.ged her thirst, so as to have brought her to a rational / 
Slate — such a state as would have enabled the poor girl to 
|g;ivB some account of the extraordinary situation in which 
wbo found herself, and of the ciroumatances which occasioned 
lor to take shelter in such a place. In this, however, she 
■was disappointed. Sarah, having drunk the cold water, once 
inore shut her eyes, and fell into that broken and oppressive 
alnmber which characterizies the terrible malady which had 
BtrickeQ her down. For some time she waited with this 
benign expectation, but perceiving that there was no like- 
lihood of her restoration to conseiousnesa, she again filled the 
tin veBsel, and placing it upon a stone by her bedside, com- 
posed the poor girl's dreas about her, and turned her steps 
toward a scene in which she expected to find equal misery. 

It ia not our intention, however, to dwell upon it. It is 
BUfScient to say that she found the Daltons — who, by the 
way, had a pretty long visit from the Pedlar — aa her 
brother had said, beginning to recover, and so far this was 
consolatory ; but there was not within the walla of the bouse 
earthly comfort, or food, or nourishment of any kind. Poor 
ilary was literally gasping for want of sustenance, and a few 
liouTB more might have beea fatal to them alt. There was no 
drink, no fire, no gruel, mUk, or anything that could in the 
slightest possible degree afford them relief. Her brother, 
Denny, however, who had been desired by her to fetch hia 
purchases directly to their cabin, soon returned, and almost 
at a moment that might be called the crisis, not of their 
malady, for that had passed, bat of their fate itself, his voice 
was heard shouting from a distance that he had discharged 
his commission ; for we may observe that no possible induce- 
ment could tempt him to enter that, or any other house where 
fever was at work. Mave lost little time in administering to 
their wants and weaknesses. "With busy and affectionate 
hands she did all that could be done for them at that particu- 
lar juncture. She prepared food for Mary, made whey and 
gruel, and left as much of her littls purse as she thought 
could be spared from the wants of SaraU M.'GoNja.u. 
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In the course of two or three days afterward 
Sarah's situation was very much changed for the 
until that change was effected, Mave devoted as 
to the poor girl as she possibly could spare. N< 
force of her example without its beneficial effects ii 
bourhood, especially as regarded Sarah herself. ? 
she displayed, despite her constitutional timidiig 
cated similar courage to others, in consequence of i 
was scarcely ever without some one in her bk 
watch and take care of her. Her father, however 
of her situation, availed himself of what some of 
hours considered a mitigation of her symptoms, 8 
much care and caution as possible, she was conver 
a kind of litter, and nursetended by an old woma 
next village, Nelly having disappeared from the 
hood. 

The attendance of this old woman, by the ws 
the Prophet exceedingly. He had not engaged h 
on Sarah, nor could he ascertain who had. Upon 
she was perfectly inscrutable. All he could kna 
of her was, that she had been engaged ; and he cc 
also that she was able to procure for her many | 
forts, not usually to be had about the sick bed o 
her condition of life. 

Mave, during all her attendance upon Sarah, wi 
to ascertain whether, in the pauses of delirium, { 
able to recognize her. At one period, while g 
drink of whey, she looked up into her eyes wit! 
like a glance of consciousness, mingled with 
appeared about to speak ; but in a moment it wf 
she relapsed into her former state. 

This, however, was not the only circumsta 
tonished Mave. The course of a single week 
very singular change in the condition of the Da] 
miserable cabin began to exhibit an abundance o 
food, such as fresh meat, soup, tea, sugar, whit 
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oven wine to strengthen the invalids. These things were to 
Slaye equally a relief and a wonder ; nor were the neighbours 
leas puzzled at such an unaccountable improvement in the 
circumstances of this pitiable and suffering family. As in the 
case of Sarah, however, all these comforts, and the source 
fi<om whence they proceeded, were shrouded in mystery. It 
is true, Mrs. Dalton smiled in a melancholy way when any 
inquiries were made about the matter, and shaking her head, 
declared, that although she knew, it was out of her power to 
break the seal of secrecy, or ^ violate the promise she had made 
to their unknown benefactor. 

Sarah's fever was dreadfully severe, and for some time after 
her removal from the shed, there was little hope of her 
recovery. Our friend, the pedlar, paid her a visit in the 
very height of her malady, and without permission given or 
asked, took the liberty, in her father's absence, of completely 
removing her raven hair, with the exception, as in Mave's 
case, of those locks which adorn the face and forehead. 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

DOUBLE TBEACHEBY 

The state of the country at this period of our narrative was 
indeed singularly gloomy and miserable. Some improvement, 
however, had taken pl9.ce in the statistics of disease ; but the 
destitution was still so sharp and terrible, that there was 
very little diminution in the character and violence of the 
tumults which still prevailed. Indeed, the rioting, in some 
districts, had risen to a frightful extent. The cry of the 
people was for either bread or work ; and to still, if possible, 
this woful clamour, local committees, by large subscriptions, 
aided, in some cases, by loans from government, contrived to 
find them employment on useful public works. Previous to 
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-~^z^ r — ^minezi". zj zi-i^i-r Triia" its principles 
z*^Cr-r-i^ irsfcjk iJ. rzLsnTZTirL ia.":iLcrir7. viznoTit 
■iT» :e r::ir.L i "r-ze z^ltuh:!- ]:rL2i:ii:Ie. :r indepen* 

-:i?*!"i~=; I -jie .*:iz."r7. iz.i. ir tie same time 



--:-:-iz.':-i_- J— r.-i^;^: ".i-i —ftrk. iz-i. see taer 
\'x." :lie lai'.-r. .'.= tajnier-r^i izstrimeii':.-?. and in 
.".* tatrir-i^-r. "Ir z-rxt. I: tiirr'r ce a strike, coi 
ca'-al f i-'T k.:ii. tl-rse " ts.:ri:ta " are at the bo' 
a.-.-; Tj'he/eve." ?..':':•: ilI^zi ani -it her secret soq'iq 
ezl.Ht. r.h'^jre thev are certain t: set them a-croiDs. 

Vf,c fir Ay a .short time were those who had proci 
trial ^jrnpJoymerit permitted to rest satisfied with 
w\t if'Ai hhf\ UzfiTi made on their behalf. The " patr 
(•/>iti itihncoA of^rat ions. 

" hVip^h UuiUjiaricAi a day was nothing ; the goven 
plenty (>l laonoy, and if the i)eople wished to hear 



DOUBLE TEEACHEEY 329 

! told them by those who knew — lietea h ether " — as 
later men say— "the couatry gentlemen and the corn- 
are putting half the money into their own pockets " — 
Qg precisely what the knaves would do themselves if 
re in their places — " and for that reason we'll strike 
^her wages." 
lis manner were the people led first into folly, and ulti- 
into rioting and crime ; for it ia not, in point of fact, 
b who are soffering moat severely that take a prominent 
these aenseleaa tumults, or who are the first to trample 



? and order. The evil example 
r by these factious vagabonds 
BB, and betrayed by such deli 



is set to those who 
and, under such cir- 
I, the poor people 



e crowd, and find themselves engaged in the outrage 

bey have time to reflect ujjon their conduct. 

e time of which we write, however, the government 

Kit conaider it any part of its duty to take a deep inte- 

. the domestic or social improvement of the people. 

WB of the country, at that period, had but one aspect — 

E terror ; for it was evident that the legislature of the 

1 forgotten that neither aa individual nor a people can 

6 and fear the same object at the same time. The 

ted insubordination, and punished crime ; and, 

e this, the great end and object of all law was 

1 to have been attained. We hope, however, the 

» when education, progress, improvement, and 

, will shed their mild and peaceful lustre upon our 

pte-books, and banish from these those Draconian enact- 

I, that engender only fear and hatred, breathe of cruelty, 

lave their origin in a tyrannical love of blood, 

B have said that the aapectof the country was depressing 

y ; but we may add here, that these words convey 

e and feeble idea of the state to which the people 

e were reduced. The general destitution, the famine, 

n, and death, which had poured such misery and deso- 

r the land, left, as might be expected, their terrible 
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traces behind them. Indeed the sufferings which a year oi 
famine and disease— and they usually either accompany or 
immediately succeed each other — inflicts upon the multitodfiB 
of poor, are such as no human pen could at all describe, so is 
to portray a picture sufficiently faithful to the dreary and 
death-like spirit which should breathe in it. Upon the oco- 
sion we write of, nothing met you, go where you might, ht 
sorrow, and suffering, and death, to which we may add, ta- 
mult, and crime, and bloodshed. Scarcely a family bat Ind 
lost one or more. Every face you met was an indoc of cah- 
mity, and bore on it the unquestionable impressions of straggle 
and hardship. Cheerfulness and mirth had gone, and 'were 
forgotten ; all the customary amusements of the people had 
died away. Almost every house had a lonely and deserted 
look ; for it was known that one or more beloved beings had 
gone out of it to the grave. A dark, heartless spirit was 
abroad. The whole land, in fact, mourned, and nothing on 
which the eye could rest bore a green or thriving look, or 
any symptom of activity, but the churchyards, and here the 
digging and the delving were incessant — at the early twilight, 
during the gloomy noon, the dreary dusk, and the still more 
funereal-looking light of the midnight taper.^ 

The first day of the assizes was now near, and among all 

those who awaited them there was none whose fate excited 

80 profound an interest as that of old Condy Dalton. His 

faniily had now recovered from their terrible sufferings, and 

j^ able to visit him in his prison — a privilege which was 

«riided to them as a mark of respect for their many virtues, 

nd of svmpathy for their extraordinary calamities and trials. 

-, found him resigned to his fate, but stunned with won- 

, ■ ^jjg testimony on which he was likely to be convicted. 

T^A itfdlar who appeared to take so singular an interest in 

^Yion^ ^^ ^ family, sought and obtained a short in- 

_*^ trith him, in which he requested him to state, as 

q^ ,^|^ seictana were frequently obliged to dig graves by 
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irately a^ lie could remember, the circumBtaaces ou which 

I prosecQtion was founded, precisely as they occurred. 

1 be did, cltjsmg Ms account by the usual burthen of all 

J oonversation ever siuce he went to gaol. 

f *• I know I must suffer ; but I think nothing of myself, 

idy for the ahame it will bring upon my family," 

B unexpected illness disconcerted at least one of the 

jets of Donnol Dhu. There were now only two days 

] the assizes, and she was as yet incapable of leaving her 

I, although in a state of convalescence, This mortified the 

Ipliet very much, but his subtlety and invention never aban- 

[ him. It struck him that the most effectual plan now 

aid be — as Sarah's part in aiding to take away Have was 

I of the question — to merge the violence to which he felt 

r must resort, into that of the famine riots ; and under 

h character of one of these tumults, to succeed, if possible, 

^removing Have from her father's house, ere her family 

1 understand the true cause of her removal. Those who 

o bo engaged in this were, besides, principally strangers, 

Plvhom neither Mave nor any of her family were personally 

; and as a female cousin of hers— an orphan — had 

a to reside with them until better times should arrive, it 

[ be necessary to have soma one among the party who 

f Mave sufficiently to make no mistake as to her person. 

: this purpose be judiciously fised upon Tom Dalton aa 

jt most appropriate individual to execute an act of violence 

Inst the very family who were likely to be the means of 

ing his father to a shameful death. This young man 

1 not yet recovered the use of his reason, so as to be con- 

I sane. He still roved about as before, sometimes 

ling the mobs, and leading them on to outrage, and 

wtimes sauntering in a solitary mood, without seeming 

rether conscious of what he did or said. To secure his 

jaration was a matter of little or no difficulty, and the 

• so as he heard, with infinite satisfaction, that Dalton was 

Mloally threatening every description of vengeance against 




" Wliat'i lie w«v if it? Wtr lis. is a^4 
nhif* ftf aewB — of ewjd imn I ^ — st be iai 
fvmuibrj u tltis ? Trosii iix k riniM iv aaj oa 
hmltli u' Inula to nania h it. Aa' aM- « 
ftbiworod, what's tiie aewa jwwjd^ Okrin-? 1 
■iHvDTBliip'B aafe at fatat I tkoa^ I vaa «a aki 
IH HI)' oomfortaUe bertli laat niekt.'^ 
" Not now till aftber tht 'naea, Boddj.'" 
" 1*h« auutWs gDin' to tkon, tkia ? bekxaa ] 
w-Hon't; able." 

" Hn'M Ifoltt', h» a^jM, haf^m vln.t may; he tU 
l)Hf vfttll in thorn, an' I agree wid iiim — faeH an 
fllHitl^HI Vlnmifttid a diflbrmt Jadge to meet.'" 

"All MIihI'Ih)', tkinkof tltati»v; an' iril me, k 
(iHllltlHlKdMtWUalt dl.llOW'?'' 
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" He does, of course." 

" An' Jemmy Branigan goes along wid him ? " 

" Are you foolish, Roddy ? do you think he could live wid- 
oat him ?," 

"Well, I blieve not. Troth, whenever the ould fellow 
goes in the next world, there'll be no keepin' Jemmy from 
him. Howandever, to dhrop that. Isn't these poor times, 
Charley, an' isn't this a poor counthry to live in — or it would 
be nearer the truth to say starve in ? " 

"No, but it would be the thruth itself," replied the other. 
" What is there over the whole counthry but starvation and 
misery?" 

"Any dhrames about America since, Charley? eh, now ? " 

" Maybe ay, an' maybe no, Roddy. Is it thrue that Tom 
Dalton threatens all kinds o' vengeance on the Sullivans ? " 

" Ay, is it, an' the whole counthry says, that he's as ready 
to knock one o' them on the head as ever the father before 
liim was. They don't think the betther of the ould fellow 
for it ; but what do you mane by ' maybe ay, an' maybe no,' 
Charley?" 

" What do you mane by axin' me ? " 

Each looked keenly for some time at the other as he spoke, 
and after this there was a pause. At length, Hanlon, placing 
his hand upon Roddy's shoulder, replied, — 

"Eoddy, it won't do, I know the design — and I tell you 
now that one word from my lips could have you brought up 
at the assizes — tried — and — I won't say the rest. You're 
betrayed ! " 

The ruffian's lip fell, his voice faltered, and he became pale. 

"Ay!" proceeded the other, " you may well look astonished 
— but listen, you talk about goin' to America — do you wish 
to go?" 

"Of coorse I do," replied Roddy ; "of coorse — not a doubt 
of it." 

"Well," proceeded Hanlon again, " listen still ; your plan's 
difloovered — you're betrayed — but I can't tell you who be- 
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trayed you; I'm not at liberty. Now, listen, I f 
this way. Couldn't you an' I ourselves do the tbmg 
we make the haul, and couldn't we cut off to Amen 
any danger to signify — that is, if you can be faithf 
" Faithful ! " he exclaimed. " By aU the books 
was opened an' shut, I'm thruth an' honesty itseli 
howandiver, you said I was betrayed ? " 

" But I can't tell you the man that tould me. 
you're able to guess at him or not I don't know 
thruth is, Roddy, I've taken a likin' to you, an' if 
stand the thrial I'm goin' to put you to, I'll be i 
you — the best you ever had, too." 

"Well, Charley," said the other, plucking up 
little, for the fellow was a thorough coward, " w 
thrial?" 

"The man," continued Hanlon, "that betrayed 
me one account of what you're about ; but whethi 
me thruth or not I don't know till I hear another, 
yours. Now, you see clearly, Roddy, that I'm u| 
it is, so that you needn't be a bit backward in tellin 
thruth. I say you're in danger, an' it's only by 
me — mark that — by trustin' faithfully to me that 
out of it ; an^, plaise the fates, I hope that, before th 
is over, we'll be both safe an' comfortable in Am 
you undherstand that ? I had my dhrames, Rodd] 
had, there must be nobody but yourself and mt 
them." 

" It wasn't I that first thought of it, but Donnel 
plied Roddy; "I never dhreamt that he'd tur 
though." 

" Don't be say in', to-morrow or next day, that 
did," replied Hanlon. "Do you mind me, now! 
as good as a wink to a blind horse." 

Roddy, though cowardly and treacherous, was 
cunning, and upon turning the matter over in hii 
began to dread, or rather to feel, that Hanlon ] 
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^Bcreacbed kirn. Still, it might be poBBible, he thought, that 
^^Hprophet had betrayed him, and he resolved to put a query 
^^Hb compasioQ that woald test his -veracity ; after which 
^^■rtnild leave himself at liberty to play a double game, if 
^^Bters should so fall out as to I'eader it necessary. 
^^Kl)id the man that tould you everything," he asked, " tell 
^^Btbe night that was appointed for this business P " 
^^BaDlon felt that this was a puzzler, and that he might 
^^Hibty commit bimseif by replying in the affirmative. 
^HtKo," he replied, " he didn't tell me that." 
^^K&l), ba I " thought his companion, " I see whereabouts you 

^Hte disclosed, however, the whole plot, with the single ex- 
ffeaption of the night appointed for the robbery, which, in point 
ot date, he placed in his narrative exactly a week after the 
real time. 

" Now," he said to himself, " so far I'm on the safe side ; 
still, if he has humbugged me, I've paid him in his own coin. 
I'lfftybe the whole haul, as he calls it, may be secured before 
■toy begin t« prepare for it." 

^^Banloii, however, had other designs. After musinga little, 
^H^ sauntered along the garden walks, during which he pro- 
^^HBd a plan of their own for the robbery of Henderson ; and 
80 admirably was it concocted, and so tempting to the vilkn- 
oua cupidity of Duncan, that he expressed himself delighted 
from the commencement of its fancied execution until their 
oltiinBte settlement in America. 

" It was a treacherous thing, I grant, to betray yon, Rod- 
dy," aaid Hanlon ; " an' if I was in your place, I'd give him 
tit for tat. An', by the way, talkin' of the Prophet— not that 
I say it was be betrayed you ; for indeed, now, it wasn't ; 
^||d cess to me if it was — I think you wanat said you knew 
^ke about him than I thought." 

^VAh, ha!" again thought Roddy, "I think I sea what 
^hfie afther at last ; but no matther, I'll keep my eye on you 
^■t| ay did I," he replied ; " but I forget now what's this it 
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^PFtie next evening was that immediately preceding the 
aseizes, and it was known that Dalton's trial waa either the 
.Bocond or third on the list, and must consequently come on 
, the following day. The pedlar and HanJou sat in a depressed 
tad melancholy mood at the fire ; an old crone belonging to 
' the village, who had been engaged to take care of the house 
doriDg the absence of Hanlon's aunt, sat at the other side, 
oceasiocally patting an empty diidcen into her mouth, 
drawing it hopelessly, and immediately knocking the bowl of 
it in a fretful manner against the nail of her left thumb. 

" "What 'a the matther. Alley ? " asked the pedlar ; " are you 
eat o' tobaccy?" 

" Throth it's time for you to ax — ay am I ; since I ate my 
dinner sorra puff I had," 

" Here, then,'' he replie<3, suiting the action to the word, 
and throwing a few halfpence into her lap, " go to Peggy 
Fiuigan's, an' buy yourself a couple of ounces, an' smoke rings 
iwind you; an' listen to me, go down, before you come back, 
to Barney Keeran's, an' see whether he has my shoes done or 
aot : an' tell him from me, that if they're not ready for me 
Ift-moTTow mornin", I'll get him eskumnicated." 

When the crone had gone out, the pedlar proceeded— 
" Don't be cast down yet, I tell yon ; there's still time 
mongh, an' they may be here atill." 

" Be here still !— why, good God ! isn't the thrial to come 
OS to-morrow, they say ? " 

" So itself ; JTDU may take my word for it, that even if he's 

found guilty, they won't hang him, or any man of hia years," 

"Don't be too sure o' that," replied Hanlon; "but 

indeed what could I expect afther dependin' upon a foolish 

dhrame i* " 

" Never mind ; I'm still of opinion that everything may 
dime about yet. The Prophet's wife was with Father 
Hanratty, tellin' him something, an' he's to call here early iu 
Uluiaomin'; he bid me tell you so." 
^H^ When did you see him ? " 
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'^ To-day at the cross roads, as he was genu' to a \ 

'^ But Where's the use o' that, when they're not h 
own opinion is, that she's either sick, or if Gbd han 
maybe dead. How can we tell if ever she seen or 
man yon sent her for ? Sure if she didn't, all's IobI 

" Throth I allow," replied the pedlar, " that this 
distressin' state with ns ; however, while there's I 
hope, as the docthor says. There must be someth 
ordinary wrong to keep them away so long, I grao 
self at any rate ; still, I say again, trust in GkxL 
secured Duncan, you say; but can you depen 
ruflaan ? " 

'^ If it was on his honesty, I could not one seoonn 
upon his villainy and love of money. I have pro 
enough, and it all depends on whether he'll bet 
not." 

" Well, well," observed the other, " I wisht th 
brighter look up. If we fail, I won't know what t 
must only thry an' do the best we can ourselves." 

''Have you seen the agint since you gavi 
petition ? " asked Hanlon. 

" I did, but he had no discoorse with the Hendh( 
he bid me call on him again." 

^' I dunna what does he intend to do ? " 

" Hut, nothing. What 'id he do ? I'll go bail, 
throuble his head about it more ; at any rate, I i 
thing." 

" Very likely he won't," replied Hanlon ; " bu1 
thinkin' of now is the poor Daltons. May God ii 
pity an' support them this night ! " 

The pedlar clasped his hands tightly as he loo! 
said, Amen ! 

" Ay," said he, " it's now, Charley, when I thii 
that I get frightened about our disappointment, a 
that everything has failed with us. God pity 
too ! " 
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Bitnation of this much-tried family was, indeed, on the 
,t in question, pitiable in the extreme ! It is true, they 
now recovered, or nearly so, the full enjoyment of their 
[th, and were — owing, as wo have already said, to the 
ity of some unknown friend — ^in circninstances of con- 
ble comfort. Dalton'a confession of the murder had 
away from them every principle upon which they could 
with one only exception. Until the moment of that 
lion, they had never absolntely been in possession 
•itbe secret cause of his remorse — although it must be 
itted that, on some occasions, the strength of his language 
the melancholy depth of his sorrow, filled them with 
ithing like suspicion. Still, such they knew to be the 
affection and tenderness of his heart, hia benevolence 
generosity, in spite of his occasional bursts of paaaion, 
they could not reconcile to themselves the notion that 
ever murdered a fellow-creature. Every one knows 
alow the heart of a wife or child is to entertain such 
■ible Buspicioa against a husband or a parent, and that 
disoovery of their guilt comes upon the spirit with a 
;ht of distress and agony that is great in proportion to the 
lence felt in them, 
affectionate family in question had jnst concluded their 
iple act of evening worship, and were seated around a dull 
looking forward in deep dejection to the awful event of 
following day. The silence that prevailed was only 
by an occasional sob from the girls, or a deep sigh 
young Con, who, with his mother, had not been long 
led from Ballynafail, where they had gone to make pre- 
fer the old man's defence. His chair stood by the 
in its usual place, and as they looked upon it from time 
they could not prevent their grief from bureting ont 
The mother, on this occasion, found the usual 
for comfort taken away from both herself and them 
mean, the husband's innocence. She consequently had 
one principle to rely on— that of simple dependence upon 
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Gkxi, and obedience to His sovereign will, however b 
task might be, and so she told them. 

" It's a great thrial to us, children," she observei 
it's only natural we should feel it. I do not bid yoi 
cryin*, my poor girls, because it would be very stran 
didn't cry. Still, let us not forget that it's our dnt 
down humbly before whatever misfortune — an' this h 
a woful one — that it pleases Grod, in His wisdom (a 
in His mercy), to lay in our way. That's all we cai 
Grod help us — an' a hard trial it is ; for when we 
what he was to us — of his kindness — his affection !- 

Her own voice became infirm, and instead of pi 
she paused a moment, and then giving one long c 
sob, that rushed up from her very heart, she wept 
and bitterly. The grief now became a wail ; and -?( 
for the presence of Con, who, however, could scare 
tain a firm voice himself, the sorrow-worn mothei 
unhappy daughters would have scarcely known 
cease. 

" Mother dear ! " he exclaimed, " what use is in t 
began with givin' us a good advice, an' you ei 
settin' us a bad example — a bad example! 01 
darlin', forgive me the word — never, never since we 
anything, did you ever set us a bad example." 

" Con, dear, I bore up as long as I could," si 
wiping her eyes ; ^* but you know, after all, natur 
an' will have its way. You know, too, that this 
tear I shed since he left us." 

" I know," replied her son, laying her care^^ 
over upon his bosom, " that you are the best m 
ever breathed, an' that I would lay down my li 
your heart from bein' crushed as it is, an' as it has 

She felt a few warm tears fall upon her face as 
and the only reply she made was, to press him aff 
to her heart. 

" Grod's merciful, if we're obedient," she added 



toents ; " don't you remember, that wlien Abraham waa 
landed to kill his only son, he was ready to obey God, 
I to do it ; and don't you remember that it wasn't nntil 
I very hand waa raised, with the knife in it, that God 
rfered? Whisht," she continued, " I hear a step ; who 

Oh, poor Tom ! " 
Ehe poor young man entered as she spoke, and after looking 
^t him for some time, placed himself in the arm-chtur. 
PTom, darlinV' said hia sister Peggy, " don't sit in that ; 
■ poor father's chair, an' nntil he aits in it again, 
ft of us ever will," 
''Nobody has sich a right to sit in it as I have," he 
[ilied ; " I'm a murdberer." 

I words, his wild figure, and the manner in which he 
1 them, filled them with alarm and horror. 
PTom, dear," said his brother, approaching him, "why do 
\ spake that way ?— you're not a murdherer." 
rl am," he replied; "but I haven't done wid the Sullivana 
\ for what they're goin' to do — ha, ha, ha — oh, no. It's 

lanned ; an' they'll suffer, never doubt it." 
■ Tom," said Mary, who began to fear that he might, in some 
} paroxysm, have taken the life of the unfortunate m-iser, 
else ; " if you murdhered any one, who was it ? " 
pWho was it? " he replied ; " if you go up to Curraghbeg 
rohyard, you'll find her there ; the child's wid her — but 
n't murdher the child, did I ? " 
Q finding that he alluded only to the uolortnnate Peggy 
igh, they recovered fi-om the shock into which his 
1 hod thrown them. Tom, however, appeared exceed- 
y exhausted and feeble, as was evident from hia inability 
BOp himself awake. His head gradually sank upon }da 
Bt, and in a few minutea he fell into a slumber, 
frm put him to bed," said Con ; " help me to raise him." 
They lifted him up, and a melancholy sight it was to see 
that face, which had once been such a noble specimen of 
manly beauty, now shrunk away into an expression of gaunt 
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t pTOceBS of excoriation, and when a stronger blast than 

lal sw«pt over the naked and desolate-looking fielda, its 

■nence actually benumbed the joints, and penetrated the 

tole s^rstem with a sensation that made one imagine the 

' marrow within the bones was frozen. They had not 

ided far beyond tha miserable ahed where Sarah, in the 

Did prostration of typhus, had been forced to take shelter, 

I, on passing a wretched cabin by the roadside, which, 

1 its open door and minouB windowsj had all tha appear- 

e of being uninhahited, they heard the meanings of some 

tappy individual within, accompanied, as it were, with 

lething like the low, feeble wail of an infant, 

" Ah," said the worthy priest, " this, I fear, is another of 

e awful cases of desertion and death that are too common 

Vtbis terrible and scourging visitation. We must not paBS 

i without seeing what is the matter, and rendering such 

""Wid the help o' God, my foot won't cross the thresbel," 
plied Nelly — " I know it's the sickness — Qoi keep it from 

—an' I won't put myself in the way of it." 

*• Don't profane the name of the Almighty, you wretched 

lan," replied the priest, alighting from his horse, " it is 

mys His will and wish, that in such trials as these you 

do whatever you can for yonr suffering fellow- 

Mtnres." 

¥ But if I should catch it," the other replied, " what 'ud bc- 
e o' me ? Mightn't I be as bad as they are in there ; an' 
le same place too ; an' God knows I'm not fit todie." 
'^ Stay where you are," said the priest, " until I enter the 
, and if your assistance should be necessary, I shall 
mand you to come in." 
f Well, if you ordher me," replied the snperstitioua cren- 
" that changes the case. I'll be then undher obadience 
Biy cUrgy." 

|If you had better observed the precepts of your religioii 
1 th« injoDctions of yoar clergy, wretched woman, you 
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would not be the vile creature you are to-day," lie replied, u 
he hooked his horse^s bridle upon a staple in the doorpoBt, 
and entered the cabin. 

'^ Oh, merciful Father, support me ! " he exclaimed ; "vkt 
a sight is here! Come in at once," he added, addresnng 
himself to Nelly ; " and if you have a woman's heart within 
you, aid me in trying what can be done." 

Awed by his words, but with timidity and reluctaaoBf 
she approached the scene of appalling misery which thflie 
lay before them. But how shall we describe it ? The calnn 
in which they stood had been evidently for some time 
deserted, a proof that its former humble inmates had been 
all swept off by typhus ; for in these peculiar and not un- 
common cases, no other family would occupy the house thus 
left desolate, so that the cause of its desertion was easily 
understood. The floor was strewed in some places with little 
stopples of rotten thatch, evidently blown in by the wind of 
the previous night ; the cheerless fireplace was covered with 
clots of soot, and the floor was all spattered over with the 
black shining moisture, called soot-drops, which want of heat 
and habitation caused to fall from the roof. The cold, 
strong blast, too, from time to time, rushed in with wild 
moans of desolation, that rose and fell in almost supernatural 
tones, and swept the dead ashes and soot from the fireplace, 
and the rotten thatch from the floor, in little eddies that 
spun about until they had got into some nook or comer 
where the fiercer strength of the blast could not reach them. 
Stretched out in this wretched and abandoned hut, lay before 
the good priest and his companion a group of misery, con- 
sisting of both the dying and the dead — to wit, a mother and 
her three children. Over in the comer, on the right hand 
side of the fireplace, the unhappy and perishing creature lay, 
ilivided or rather torn asunder, as it were, by the rival 
olrtims of affection. Lying close to her cold and shivering 
l»n\\st was an infant of about six months old, striving feebly, 
(i\m t irae to time, to dx^^w itom that natural source of affec- 
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Itiie sustflnatice which had been dried up by chilling 

y and want. Beaide her, on the left, lay a boy — a pale, 

iated boy — about eight years old, silent and raotionleaa, 

k tba exception that, ever and anon, he turned round liis 

syea, as if to ask some comfort or aid, or even 

j^ notice from his unfortunate mother, who, as if cousoious 

> affectionate supplications, pressed his wan cheek 

Bfly with her fingers, to intimate to him that, as far ns 

mid, she responded to, acd acknowledged these last 

latiea of the heart ; whilst, again, she felt her affections 

1 upon by the apparently dying struggles of the infant 

E was, in reality, fast perishing at the now exhausted 

ain of its life. Between these two claimants was the 

King heart of the woful mother divided, but the alter- 

a of her love seemed now almost wrought up to the 

terrible agonies of mere animal instinct, when the suffer- 

I are strong in proportion to that debility of reason which 

Tvenes in such deaths as arise from faTnine, or under 

) feelings of indescribable torture which tore her affec- 

) it were, to pieces, and paralyzed her higher powers 

ral suffering. Beyond the infant again, and next the 

If lay a girl, it might be about eleven, stretched, as if in 

, and apparently in a state of composure that struck 

Efoicibly, when contrasted, from its utter stillness, with 

[yet living agonies by which she was surrounded. It 

1 evident from the decency with which the girl's thiu, 

Ity covering was arranged, and the emaciated arms placed 

r aide, that the poor parent had endeavoured, as well as 

fcconld, to lay her out ; and oh, great God ! what a task 

L mother, and under what circumstances must it have 

I performed ! There, however, did the corpse of this fair 

I onbappy child lie ; her light and silken looks blown 

Bt her atill and deathlike features by the ruffian blast, 

I the sweetness which had evidently characterized her 

when in life, now stamped by death, with the 

P and worn expression of misery and the grave. Thus 
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surroonded lay the dying mother, and it was not until tb 
priest had taken in, at more than one view, the whole temn 
of this awful scene, that he had time to let his eyes iwt 
upon her countenance and person. When he did, howeier, 
the history, though a fearful one, was, in her case, as indeed 
in too many, legible at a glance, and may be comprised b 
one word — starvation. 

Pather Hanratty was a firm-minded man, with a some- 
what rough manner, but a heart natural and warm. After 
looking upon her face for a few moments, he clasped his 
hands closely together, and, turning up his eyes to heayen, 
exclaimed — 

^* Great Gbd, guide and support me in this trying scene ! " 

And, indeed, such an exclamation is not to be wondeied 
at. There lay in the woman's eyes — between her knit and 
painful eyebrows, over her shrunken upper forehead, nptm 
her sharp cheek-bones^ and along the ridge of her thin, 
wasted nose — there lay npon her skeleton arms, pointed 
elbows, and long- jointed fingers, a frightful expression, at 
once uniform and varied, that spoke of gaunt and yellow 
famine in all its most hideous horrors. Her eyeballs pro- 
truded even to sharpness, and as she glared about her with 
a half -conscious and half-instinctive look, there seemed a 
tierce demand in her eye that would have been painful were 
it not that it was occasionally tamed down into something 
mournful and imploring by a recollection of the helpless 
U^ings that were about her. Stripped, as she then was, of 
hU that civilised society presents to a human being on the 
UhI of death — without friends, aid of any kind, comfort, 
sYinpathy, or the consolations of religion — she might be truly 
58tuvl to have sunk to the mere condition of animal life — whose 
vauHMitroUable impulses had thus left their startling and 
:k^Yivj;co impress upon her countenance, unless, as we have 
^i,l, when the faint dawn of consciousness threw a softer 
iL'sNl \uore human light into her wild features. 

»• \\\ t he namft aTi<i m ^'^ «^\i\\* ^\ ^<^^ ^as3SL<i.Y>" asked the 
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B^Bfcat, "and if 50a have the use of your tongue or voice, t«ll 
me %rhat the uuttter is -with you or your children? la it 
ncknesa or starvation ? " 

- The sound of a bumau voice appeared to arrest her attea- 

It and ronae her a little. She paused, aa it were, from her 

p, and looked, first at the priest and then at his com- 

nion, but she spoke not, He then repeated the question, 

1 after a little delay he saw that her lips moved. 

"She is striving to speak," said he, "hut cannot. I will 

)Dp to her." 

FSe repeated the question a third time, and, stooping so as 

paring his ear near her mouth, he could catch, expressed 

f feebly and indistinctly, the word — hunger. She then 

~e an effort, and bent down her mouth to the infant which 

r lay still at her breast. She felt for its little heart, she 

t it« little lips, but they were now chill and motionless ; 

p little hands had ceased to gather any longer around her 

; it was cold — it was breathless— it was dead I Her 

mtanance now underwent a singular and touching change 

^ Idnd of solemn joy — a sorrowful serenity was diffused 

She seemed to remember their position, and was in 

■ act, after having raised her eyes to heaven, of pnttiug 

i her hand to feel for the boy who lay on the other side, 

a she was seized with a short and rather feeble spasm, 

', laying down her head in its original position between 

■ children, she was at last freed from life and all the 

lerings which its gloomy lot had inflicted upon her and 

die loved. 

e priest, seeing that she was dead, offered up a short but 

lest prayer for the repose of her soul, after which he 

Tied his attention to the boy. 

' The question now is,'' he observed to his companion, 
" can we save this poor but interesting child ? " 
" I hardly think it possible," she replied ; " doesn't your 

fence see that death's workia' at him— and an aisy job 
have of the poor thing now." 
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<< Hunger and cold have here done awfol work,** sttd 
Father Hanratty, " as they have and will in many olibflr 
conditions similar to this. I shall mount my horse, andH 
you lift the poor child up, I will wrap him as well as I en 
in my great coat " — which he stripped off him as he spob 
He then folded it roimd the boy, and, putting him inio 
Nelly's arms, was about to leave the cabin, when the chil^ 
looking around him for a moment, and then upon his mothff, 
made a faint struggle to get back. 

"What is it, asthore?" asked the woman; "what is it 
you want ? " 

" Lave me wid my mother," he said ; " let me go to her; 
my poor father's dead, an' left us — oh ! let me stay wid her." 

The poor boy's voice was so low and feeble that it was 
with difficulty she heard the words, which she repeated to 
the priest. 

" Dear child," said the latter, " we are bringing you to 
where you will get food and drink, and a warm bed to goto^ 
and you will get better, I hope." 1 

And as he took the helpless and innocent sufferer into his 
arms, after having fixed himself in the saddle, the tears of 
sti'ong compassion ran down his cheeks. 

" He is as light as a feather, poor thing," exclaimed the 
kiud-hearted man ; " but I trust in Heaven we may save him 

vot;^ 

And they immediately hurried onward to the next honse, 
which happened to be that of our friend Jerry Sullivan, to 
: ho care of whose humane and affectionate family they con- 
si:;iu\l him. The boy with care recovered ; his unfortunate 
•uothoi'» with her tw^o children, received an humble grave in 
■ N.v* iioai'ost churchyard, beyond the reach of the storms and 

u.si^ri^^i* ^^f ^^^ ^or ever. 

^\j TWiohing the Grange, or, rather, the house now occu- 

.v>: Vv Widow Hanlon, the priest, having sent for Charley, 

» N* hv^^ confidence he had for some time been admitted, 

.»•• ^- «^aui6^eIie.^^ ^i owv^aK^Kt^^Aa length, with him 
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iT ; after which Nelly was called in, as it woiUd 
', Id in&ke some disclosure connected with the subjeot 
6 discussing, A deep gloom, however, reeterl upon 
1 Hanlon and the pedlar ; and it waa eiifficieiit.ly ovidnnt 
t whatever the import of Nelly M'Gowau's iiommunicution 
f liave been, it waa not of so cheering a nature au to com- 
nte for the absence of Widow Hanlon and the party for 
I ahe bad been sent. Tatfaer Hanratty haviuR loft 
I, they took an early breakfast, and proceeded to Bally- 
— which we choose to designate as the assize town— in 
r bo watch, with disappointed and heavy hearts, tbo trial 
idyDaltoQ, in whose fate they felt a deeper intgrest 
Q the reader might suppose. 

1 the parties attended, the Prophet among the rest ; and 

^migbt have been observed that his countenance was 

■rked by an espression of peculiar determination, Hia 

was, if possible, darker tban usual ; hia eye was 

icker and more circumspect ', but his complexion, iiotwith- 

g this, was not merely pale, but absolutely whito as 

The morning came, however, and flie assiEOS wors 

i with the usual formalities. The judge's charge to 

B grand jury, in consequence of tbe famine outrages, which 

l taken place to such an extent, was unuaually long ; nor 

" the King against Dahon," for the murder of Sullivan, 

I without due advice and comment. In this way a coa- 

rable portion of the day passed. At length a trial for 

e-stealing came on, but closed too late to allow them to 

k of commencing any other case during that day ; and, 

t natural consequence, that of Condy Dalton was post- 

i tmt.il the next morning. 

is an impressive thing, and fills the mind with a 

parent sense of the wisdom manifested by an over-mling 

(, to reflect upon tbe wondrous manner in which 

\ influence of slight incident's is made to frustrate the 

BBt designs of human ingenuity, and vindicate the 

ID of the Almighty in the eyes of His creatures, some- 
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times for the reward of the just, and as often for th 
ment of the guilty. Had the trial of Dalton, for 
gone on, as had been anticipated, during the first 
impossible to say how many of the characters in 01 
drama might have grievously suffered or escaped 
quence. At all events, it is not likely that the 
dialogue would have ever taken place, or been ma 
mental in working out purposes and defeating pi 
which the reader, if he is not already, will very soa 
acquainted. 

Donnel Dhu had returned from the assizes, an 
ting, as usual, poring over the fire, when he ash 
woman who nursed Sarah if there had been any ] 
quiring for him since nightfall. 

"Three or four," she replied ; "but I said j 
come home yet ; an' divil a one 0' them but was 
same tune, an' bid me to tell you that it was a si 

" Well, I hope it is, Biddy," he replied ; " but nc 
he added to himself, " as I could wish it to be 
Sarah?" 

" She's better," replied the woman, " an' was up 
an hour or two ; but still she's poorly, and I thini 
isn't right yet." 

" Very likely it isn't," said the Prophet. " B 
when were you at Shanco ? " 

" Not this week past." 

" Well, then, if you like to slip over for an hour 
you may, an' I'll take care of Sarah till you come I 
don't be longer." 

" Long life to you, Donnel ; throth an' I want 1 
was only to set the little matthers right for the 
phans, my granchildre." 

" Well, then, go," he replied ; " but don't be mo: 
hour away, mind. I'll take care of Sarah for yc 
come back." 

At this moment a tap came to the door, and j 
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Buing it, vent out, and in & minute or two returned again, 

^^KHony, Biddy ; make haste, if you wiBh to go at all ; but 
^^Kimber not to be more than au hour away." 
^HDt^e old creature ac<;ordin.gly threw her cloak about her, 
^Kd made the beat of her way to see her grandchildren, both 
mf whose parents had been swept off by the first deadly 
^Kysges of the typhus fever. 

^■,8Iie had not beea long gone, when another tap was given, 
^Kd Donnel, on opening the door, said— 
Hl^' Yon may come in now ; she's off to Shanco. I didn't 
H^nk it safe that she should see us together on this night, at 
^B events. Sit down. This girl's illness has nearly spoiled 
HD; however, we must only do the beat we can. Thank Ghxl 
^Bkp night's dark, that's one comfort." 

^K'''If we could a' had Dalton found guilty," replied Roddy, 
^B|dl would be well over this night, an' we might be on our 
^ny out o' this to America ; but what 'ud you do wid Sarah, 
^B wa had ? Sure she wouldn't be able to thravel, nor she 
^Bnn't, I doubt, as it is." 

^^■^ Sonih," replied the Prophet, who suspected the object of 
^■a question, " is well fit to take care of herself. We must. 
^wy go without her, if she's not able to come the day afther 
^B-inorTOW. Where are the boya for the Grrange ? " 
^m " Dndher shelther of the Grey Stone, waiting to start." 
■ " Well, then, as it is," said Donnel, " they know their 
business, at any rate. The Grange folk don't expect them 
this week to come, you think ? " 

Roddy looked at the Prophet very keenly, as he thought of 
tho coDversatioQ that took place between himself and Charley 
^^mIod, and which, upon an explanation with Donnel, he had 
detailed. The fellow, however, as we said, was both cowardly 
and auspicious, and took it into his head that his friend might 
leel disposed to play him a Lriefc, by sending him to conduct 
the burglary, of which Hanlon had spoken with Buch startling 
piece of cowardice which, indeed, was com- 
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• Y:- v.^ili *}:* narther to Sarah, an' she, by con 
:: •-^ CLarlev Hanl-'n. that she telld everything to.' 

•• No Hich thing."* replied the other. " Sarah kno\ 
aV/jut the robber^' that's to go on to-night at the G 
Hhe did about the plan upon Mave Sullivan, and pi 
help as in it, as I tould you before." 

" Well, at any rate," replied Duncan, " I'll ha-v 
to do wid this robbery— divil a thing ; but I'll m 
^airi wid yon — if you manage the Grange business, 
liaiid in Mavo Sullivan's affair." 

TIm^ IVopliot looked at him, fastening his dark 
<\VOM upon hin face. 
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" I see," he proceeded, " you're suspicious or youVe cow- 
tzdly, or maybe both ; but to make you feel that I am neither 
the one nor the other, and that you have no raison to be so 
either, I say I'll take you at your word. Do manage Mave 
Sollivan's business, and I'll see what can be done with the 
other. An' listen to me now, it's our business, in case of a 
discovery of the robbery, to have Masther Dick's neck as far 
in the noose for Mave's affair as ours may be for the other 
thing ; an' for the same raison you needn't care how far you 
drive him. He doesn't wish to have violence ; but do you 
take care that there will be violence, and then maybe we 
may manage him if there's a discovery in the other affair." 

" Donne], you're a great headpiece — the divil's not so deep 
as you are ; but as the most of them all is sthrangers, an' 
they say there's two girls in Sullivan's instead o' one — how 
will the sthrange boys know the right one ? " 

"If it goes to that," said the Prophet, "you'll know her by 
the clipped head. The minute they seize upon the girl with 
the clipped head, let them make sure of her. Poor foolish 
Ibm Dalton, who knows nothing about our scheme, thinks 
the visit is merely to frighten the Snllivans ; but when you 
get the girl, let her be brought to the cross-roads of Tulna- 
vert, where Masther Dick will have a chaise waitin' for her, 
an' wanst she's with him your care's over. In the main 
time, while he's waitin' there, I an' the others will see what 
can be done at the Gh:^nge." 

"But tell me, Donnel, you don't intend, surely, to lave 
poor Sarah behind us?" 

" Eh ?— Sarah ? " returned the Prophet. 

" Ay ; bekase you said so awhile agone." 

" I know I said so awhile ago; but regardin' Sarah, Roddy, 
she's the only livin' thing on this earth that I care about. I 
have hardened my heart, thank God, against all the world 
but herself ; an' although I have never much showed it to 
her, an' although I've neglected her, an' sometimes thought I 
hated her for her mother's sake— well, no matther — she's the 

A A 
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only thing I love or care about for all that. Oh| no— f> 
without Sarah—- come what will— we must not" 

''BekasOi" oontinaed Boddyy ^' when we're all 8aie» aa^oBt 
o' the raioh o' danger, I have a thing to aay to jon abod 
Sarah." 

<< Very well, Boddy," said the Prophet, with a grim W 
hitter smile, '4t11 be time enough then.' Now, goan'^miSl 
these fellows, an' see yon do things as they ought to h 
done." 

'' She's fond o' Gharlqr Hanlon, to my own knowledga" 

"Who is?" 

" Sarah ; an', betnne you an' me, it's not a br(aog$ lib 
him that's fit for her. She's a hasty an' an unsartainlQid 
of a girl — a good dale wild or so — an' it isn't, as I said, fk 
likes o' that chap that 'ud answer her, but a steady, '«^ 
perienocid, sober " 

" Honest man, Boddy. Well, Fm not in a laughin' tar 
mour now ; be oS^ an' see that yon do j^onraeH an' us ill 
credit." 

When he was gone, the Prophet drew a long breath— one, 
however, from its depth, evidently indicative of anything bat 
ease of mind. He then rose, and was preparing to go oat, 
when Sarah, who had only laid herself on the bed, withoat 
undressing, got up, and, approaching him, said, in a vaice 
tremulous with weakness — 

"Father, I have heard every word you and Boddy 
said." 

" Well," replied her father, looking at her, " I supposed afl 
much. I made no secret of anything ; however, keep to yoor 
bed — you are not able to rise yet." 

" Father, I have changed my mind ; you have neither my 
heart nor wish in anything you're bent on this night." 

" Changed your mind ! " replied the Prophet, bitterly. 
" Oh, you're a real woman, I suppose, like your mother ; yoall 
drive some unfortunate man to hate the world an' all that'a 
in it yet." 
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^ EathAT, I care as little about the world as you do ; bmt 
still I never will lay myself out to do anything that's 
wrong." 

''Yon piramised to assist ns then in Have Sullivan's busi- 
neaSi for all that," he replied. ^' You can break your word, 
too. Ah ! a real woman again." 

''Sooner than keep that promise, father, now, I would 
willingly let the last dhrop o' blood out o* my heart— my 
unhappy heart. Father, you're provin' yourself to be what I 
oan't name. Listen to me — you're on the brink o' destruction. 
Stop in time, an' fly, for there's a fate over you. I dreamt 
since I lay down — not more than a couple of hours ago — that 
I saw the tobaccy-box you were lookin' for, in the hands 
of " 

" Don't bother or vex me with your d — d nonsense about 
dhrames," he replied, in a loud and excited voice. "The 
curse o' heaven on all dhrames, an' every stuff o' the kind. 
Go to bed." 

He slapped the door violently after him, as he spoke, and 
left her to her own meditations. 



CHAPTER XXX 

SELF-SACRIFICE— VILLAINY DEFEATED 

TiHB passes now as it did on the night recorded in the pre- 
ceding chapter. About the hour of two o'clock on that same 
night, a chaise was standing at the cross roads of Tulnavert, 
in which a gentleman, a little the worse of liquor, sat in a 
mood redolent of anything but patience. Many ejaculations 
did he utter, and some oaths, in consequence of the delay of 
certain parties, whom he expected to meet there. At length, 
the noise of many feet was heard, and in the course of a few 
minutes a body of men advanced in the darkness, one of whom 
approached the chaise, and asked — 
" Is that Masther Dick ? " 
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" Masther Dick, sirrah ? No, it's not." 

''Then there must be some mistake," replied the fellow, 
who was a stranger; " and as it's a runaway match, by gam 
it would never do to give the girl to the wrong person. It 
was Masther Dick that Hanlon desired us to inquire for." 

" There is a mistake, my friend ; there is — my name, my 
good fellow, happens to be Masther Richard, or rather Mister 
Richard. In all other respects everything is right. I ex- 
pect a lady ; and I am the gentleman, but not Masther Dick ; 
Richard is the correct reading." 

" Then, sir," replied the fellow, " here she is " ; and whilst 
speaking, a horseman, bearing a female before him, came 
forward, and in a few minutes she was transferred, without 
any apparent resistance, to the inside of the vehicle which 
awaited her. 

The night, as we said, was dark, but it was also cold and 
stormy. The driver, who had received his instructions, pro- 
ceeded in the direction of the Grange ; so many cross roads 
branched off from that which they took, that it was impos- 
sible to say when or where Master or Mister Richard may 
have intended to stop. In the mean time, that enterprising 
and gallant young gentleman commenced a dialogue, some- 
what as follows : — 

'* My dear Miss Sullivan, I must be satisfied that these 
fellows have conducted this business with all due respect to 
your feelings. I hope they have not done anything to insult 

you." 

" I am very weak," replied the lady ; you needn't expect 
mo to spake much, for I'm not able ; I only wish I was in 
heaven, or anywhere out of this world." 

" You speak as if you had been agitated or frightened ; but 
compose yourself, you are now under my protection at last, 
and you shall want for nothing that can contribute to your 
case and comfort. Upon my honour — upon my sacred honour, 
I say — I would not have caused you even this annoyance, 
were it not tTaat -^/ou ^oxrc^^l ^i5.Y^^"ai5fcA. ^ willingness— very 
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natural, indeed, oonsidering our affection — to meet me here 
to-night." 

" Who tould you that I was willin' to meet you ? " 

" Who ? why who but our mutual friend, the Black Pro- 
phet ; and, by the way, he is to meet us at the Grey Stone 
liy-and-by." 

"He tould you false, then," replied his companion, feebly. 

" Why," asked Henderson, " are you not here with your 
own consent ? " 

" I am — oh, indeed, I am ; it's altogether my own act that 
brings me here — my own act — an' I thank GKxi that I had 
strength for it ! " 

" Admirable girl ! that is just what I have been led to ex- 
pect from you, and you shall not regret it ; I have, as I said, 
everything provided that can make you happy." 

" Happy ! — I can't bear this, sir ; I'm desavin' you ; I'm 
not what you think me." 

" You are ill, I fear, my dear Miss Sullivan ; the bustle and 
disturbance have agitated you too much, and you are ill." 

" You are speaking truth — I am very ill, but I'll soon be 
better — I'll soon be better. She feared nothing from me," 
added his companion, in low soliloquy ; " an' could I let her 
outdo me in generosity and kindness ? Is this fire — is there 
fire in the coach ? " she asked, in a loud voice ; '^ or is it light- 
ening ? Oh, my head, my head ! but it will soon be over." 

"Compose yourself, I entreat of you, my dearest girl. 
What ! good heavens, how is this ? You have not been ill for 
any time ? Your hand — pardon me, you need not withdraw 
it 80 hastily — is quite burning and fleshless ; what is wrong ? " 

" Everything, sir, is wrong, unless that I am here, an' that 
is as it ought to be. Ha, ha ! " 

"(Jood, my dearest girl — that consoles me again. Upon 
my honour, the old Prophet shall not lose by this ; on the 
contrary, I shall keep my word like a prince, and at the Grey 
Stone shall he pocket, ere half-an-hour, the reward of his al- 
liance to his liege lord. I have for a long time had my eye 
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"Ha! ha! my dearest," thought he, "I knew, notwith- 
standing all your beautiful startings and fencings, that mat- 
ters would come to this. There is nothing, after all, like 
leaving you to yourselves a little, and you are sure to come 
itmnd. My dear Miss Sullivan," he added aloud, " be com- 
posed ; say but what it is you wish, and if man can accom- 
plish it, it must be complied with." 

" Then," said she, " if you are a human being, let me know 
when we come to the Grey Stone." 

" Undoubtedly I shall. The grim old Prophet promised to 
meet us there ; and for a reason I have, I know he will keep 
his word. We shall be there in less than a quarter of an 
hour. But, my precious creature, now that you understand 
how we are placed with relation to each other, I think you 
might not, and ought not, object to allowing me to support 
you after the fatigue and agitation of the night — hem ! Do 
repose your head upon my bosom, like a pretty, trembling, 
agitated dear, as you are." 

" Hould away ! " exclaimed his companion ; " don't dare to 
lay a hand upon me. If your life is worth anything — an' it's 
not worth much — keep your distance. You'll find your mis- 
take soon. I didn't put myself in your power without the 
manes of defindin' myself, and punishin' you, if you should 
desarve it." 

"Beautiful caprice! But, my dearest girl, I can under- 
stand it all — it is well done ; and I know, besides, that a 
little hysterics will be necessary in their proper place ; but 
for that you must wait till we get to our destination ; and 
then you will be most charmingly affected with a fit — a de- 
lightful, sweet, soft, sobbing fit — which will render it neces- 
sary for me to soothe and console you ; to wipe your lovely 
eyes ; and then, you know, to kiss your delicious lips. All 
this, my darling girl, will happen as a natural consequence, 
and in due time everything will be well." 

There was no reply given to this ; but the moaning was 
deeper, and apparently more indicative of pain and distress 
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than before* A third silence ensnedy during whieli tbey 
arrived at the Grey Stone, of whose proximity the driver had 
received onlers to give them intimation. 

''ELallo!" exclaimed Henderson, '< what's the matter? 
Why do you stop, my good fellow ? " 

" We are at the Grey Stone, your honour," replied the 
man. 

"Oh, very well; pull up a moment," he added. "My 
dear Miss Sullivan, we are at the Grey Stone now," said he, 
addressing her. 

She moaned again, and started. 

" Whisht," said she ; " I don't hear his voice." 

At this moment a man approached the driver, and desired 
him to let Mr. Henderson know that a person wished to speak 
with him. The female in the carriage no sooner heard the 
voice, even although the words were uttered in whispers, 
than she called out — 

" Father, come to me — help me home — I'm dyin' ! You've 
been desaved, Mr. Henderson," she added. " It wasn't Mave 
Sullivan, but the Prophet's own daughter, you took away. 
Blessed be God, I've saved her that disgrace. Father, help 
me home ; I won't be long a throuble to you now." 

" What's this ? " exclaimed Henderson. " Are you not 
Miss Sullivan ? " 

" Am I in a dhrame," said the Prophet, approaching the 
door of the chaise; "surely — now — what is it? It's my 
daughter's voice ! Is that Sarah, that I left in her bed of 
typhus faver this night ? Or am I in a dhrame still, I say ? 
Sarah, is it you ? Spake." 

*' It is me, father ; help me home. It will be your last 
throuble with me, I think ; at laste I hope so — oh, I hope 

so! 
*» Who talks about typhus fever ? " asked Henderson, start- 

uKj out of the chaise with alarm. "What means this? 

£jplain yourself." 

-I C*J^ no more explain it," replied the prophet, " than you 
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can. I left my daughter lyin' in a bed of typhus f aver, not 
more than three or four hours ago ; an', if I'm to believe my 
earSy I find her in the carriage with you now ! " 

" I'm here," she replied ; " help me out." 

"Oh, I see it all now," observed Henderson, in a fit of 
passion, aggravated by the bitterness of his disappointment — 
** I see your trick ; an' so, you old scoundrel, you thought to 
impose your termagant daughter upon me instead of Miss 
Sullivan, and she reeking with typhus fever, too, by your 
own account. For this piece of villainy I shall settle with 
you, however, never fear. Typhus fever ! Gt)od God ! and I 
80 dreadfully afraid of it all along that I couldn't bear to 
look near a house in which it was, nor approach any person 
even recovering out of it. Driver, you may leave the girl at 
home. As for me I shall not enter your chaise again, contam- 
inated, as it probably is, with that dreadful complaint that 
is carrying off half the country. Call at the Grange in the 
morning, and you shall be paid. Grood night, you prophetical 
old impostor ; I shall mark you for this piece of villainy ; 
you may rest assured of that. A pretty trudge I shall have 
to the Gh:^nge, such a vile and tempestuous night ; but you 
shall suffer for it, I say again." 

Donnel Dhu was not merely disappointed at finding Sarah 
in such a situation, he was literally stupified with amaze- 
ment, and could scarcely believe the circumstances to be real. 
It had been agreed between him and Henderson that should 
the latter succeed in fetching Mave Sullivan as far as the 
Qrej Stone, he (the Prophet) should be considered to have 
fulfilled the conditions of the compact entered into between 
them, and the wages of his iniquity were to have been paid 
him on that spot. It is unnecessary to say, therefore, that his 
disappointment and indignation were fully equal to those of 
Henderson himself. 

" Where am I to go now ? " asked the driver. 

" To hell," replied the Prophet, " an' you may bring your 
&re with you." 
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I In Minn wniit hito tlio open air for a few minutes 
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fned, and going over to the bedside where she lay, be 
i upon her long and earnestly. 

^ther," said she, " I only did my duty this night. I 
,, I would never recover it— but then she risked 
!fe for me, an' why shouldn't I do as much for her ? " 
e Prophet still looked upon her, but spoke not a word ; 
pps were closely compressed, his hands tightly clasped, 
ja piercing eyes almost immovable. Minute after minute 
id, until nearly half an hour had elapsed, and Sarah, 
SfuUy exhausted by what she had undergone, found her 
Kgianiiig to close in an unsettled and feverish elumber. 
mgth, he said, in a tone of voice which breathed of 
B itself— 
Bep, dear Sarah — dear Sarah, sleep." 
e apparently was asleep, but not so as to be altogether 
^scions of his words, for, in spite of illness and fatigue, 
set and serene smile stole gently over her pale face — 
I on it for a little, and, again, gradually, and with a 
tnl placidity, died away. Her father sighed deeply, 
t turning from the bedside, said^ 

Vtt is useless to ask her anything this night, Biddy. Can 

|iell me what became of her, or how she got ont ? " 

Oh, the sorra word," replied the old woman ; " I'm sure 

i a start was never taken out o' mortal as I got when I 

t here, and found her gone. I searched all the neigh- 

)d, but no use— devil a sowl seen her- so, after trottin' 

.' there, an' up an' down, I came in not able to mark 

ronnd, and laid myself down on the bed, where I fell 

[> till you an' she came back ; but where, in the name of 

iat'» wonderful, was she ?" 

inel sat down in silence, and the crone saw that he was 
9 mood for answering questions, or entering into conver- 
s&doD : she accordingly seated herself on her hunkers, and 

E''™"'nenced sucking her dudeen, without at all seeming to 
it a reply. 
e, however, shall avail ourselves of the historian's privi- 
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lege, in order to acquaint our readers, very briefly, withtW, 
of which we presume, so far as Sarah is concerned, theycai 
scarcely plead ignorance. Having heard the converBatin 
between Roddy Duncan and her father, which satisfied bar 
that the plot for taking away Mave Sullivan was to be Immg^ 
about that very night, Sarah, with her nsaal energy asd 
disregard for herself, resolved to make an effort to save bar 
generous rival, for we must here acquaint our readers that 
during the progress of her convalescence, she had been aUe 
to bring to her recollection the presence of Mave Sullivan in 
the shed on more than one occasion. She did not, however, 
depend upon her own memory or impressions for this, bat 
made inquiries from her nurse, who, in common with the 
whole neighbourhood, had heard of Mave's humanity and 
attention towards her, to which, it was well known, she owed 
her life. The generous girl, therefore, filled with remorse at 
having, for one moment, contemplated any act of injuiy 
towards Mave, now determined to save her from the impend- 
ing danger, or lose her life in the attempt. How she won her 
way in such an enfeebled state of health, and on such a night, 
cannot now be known ; it is sufficient here to say, that she 
arrived only a few minutes before the attack was made upon 
Sullivan's house, and just in time to have Mave and her 
cousin each concealed under a bed. Knowing, however, that 
a strict search would have rendered light of some kind neces- 
sary, and enabled the ruffians to discover Mave besides, she at 
once threw herself in their way, under a feigned attempt at 
escape, and the next moment three or four voices exclaimed, 
exaltingly, " we have her — the cropped head — here she is— 
all's right — como away, you darlin', you'll be a happy girl 
before this day week ! " 

^' I hope so," she replied ; ^' oh, I hope so — bring me 
away ! " 

The Prophet's own adventure was not less disastrous. 
Uixldy Duncan's sudden withdrawal from the robbery sur- 
prised him very muc^i, 0\3l ^^tVssv^Vj ^ud closely reconsider- 
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ing the circumstances, it looked suspicious, and ere a single 
Iioiir had passed, Donnel felt an impression that, on that 
business at least, Roddy had betrayed him. Acting upon 
this conviction — for it amounted to that — he soon satisfied 
himaelf that the house was secured against the possibility of 
may successful attack upon it. This he discovered in the vil- 
lage of Grange, when, on inquiring, he found that most of the 
jofong men were gone to sit up all night in the '' big house." 
So much being known, any additional information to Donnel 
was now unnecessary. He accordingly relinquished the en- 
terprise ; and remembering the engagement with young Hen- 
derson at the Grey Stone, met him, there to receive the wages 
of his iniquity ; but with what success the reader is already 
acquainted. 

This double failure of his projects threw the mind of the 
Prophet into a train of deep and painful reflection. He began 
to think that his views of life and society might not, after all, 
be either the safest or the best. He looked back over his own l^^^ 
past life, and forward to the future, and he felt as if the 
shadow of some approaching evil was over him. He then 
thought of his daughter, and pictured to himself what she 
might have been, had he discharged, as he ought to have 
donOi the duties of a Christian parent towards her. This 
and other recollections pressed upon him, and his heart was 
once or twice upon the point of falling back into the fresh ^ 
impulses of its early humanity, when the trial of to-morrow 
threw him once more into a gloom, that settled him down 
into a resentful but unsatisfactory determination to discharge 
the duty he had imposed upon himself. 
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A*. leLcr?. t^e *i'ic:e was seated, and in a fe^ 
C^rr-eliTi.-; Dai ton was put to the bar, charged with 
rnu-Her of Bartholomew Sullivan, by striking him O] 
with a v/al king-stick, in the comer of a field nef 
r:;i.ll^/l \]\Ci Grey Stone, etc., etc., situate and bei: 
litirorjy f;f, etc., etc. When the reverend-looking 
hI.<hmI up ai iho bar, we need scarcely say that all 
iiiiiiMwliuioly turned on him with singular interest 



', however, that there was an admisBion of goilt in Ms 

J lacs ; for, instead of appearing with the erect and inde- 

ident attitude of conaciona innocence, he looked towards 

B jndge and aroimd the court with an expression of such 

e and sorrow, and his mild blue eye had in it a feeling 

h fall of humility, resignation, and contrition, that it was 

sible to look on hia aged figure and almost white hairs 

indifference, or, we should rather say, without sympathy. 

1, his case appeared to be one of those in which the stem 

L unrelenting decree of human law comes to demand its 

Jits, long after the unhappy victim has washed away his 

e by repentance, and made his peace with God, a position 

t connection with conventional offences that is too often 

vlooked in the administration of justice and the distribu- 

Q of punishment. 

^It was not without considerable difficulty that they snc- 

I in prevailing on him to plead not guilty ; which he 

1 at length, but in a tone of voice that conveyed anything 

t a oonviction of his innocence to the court, the jury, and 

a about him. 

[ The first witness called was Jeremiah Sullivan, who deposed 

Mt he was present in one of the Christmas Margamores,'^ in 

I year 1798, when an altercation took place between his 

B brother Bartle and the prisoner at the bar, respecting the 

6 of some barley, which the prisoner had bought from his 

The prisoner had bought it, his brother maintained, 

r the sum of thirty-five pounds fifteen shillings, whilst the 

■ asserted that it was only for thirty-five pounds 

m, upon which they came to blows ; his brother, when 

by the prisoner, having returned the blow, and 

iked the prisoner down. Tliey were then separated by 

llftir friends, who interposed, and, as the canse of dispute 

I 80 trifling, it was proposed that it should be spent in 

E, each contributing one-half. To this both assented, and 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

A DODBLE TRIAL — RBTRIBlTIv 

With beating and anxions lioarta diij ' 
tons riae upon the gloomy morning >' 
Deep concern prevented them frm 
inclined to eat; but when abont t' ~" 
sorrowful repaat, Mrs. Dalton, Iwl^i 

" Where is poor Tom from ua f'" 

" He went oat last night," rep' 
didn't come back since." 

"That poor boy," saifl V\ • 
as; he's gone every way- '< 
— lie has no appetit«— an'i : 
this day he mnst be kept 
to when he goea out ; bvj r ■ 
he will not be able to ,i: 
he never recovered the ■] 
will ; an' it would be '■■• ■ ! ■ 
from this world, in whu i 

Little time was lost i ; 
and they set out, witJi 
at the trial of their agi:.; 

The court was crow<l' 
the case had exciter 
the whole country. 

At length the judg*] 
Cornelius Daltoo v 
murder of Bartholoniet^™ 
with a waUting-stick] J 
called the Grey Sto 
barony of, etc., etc. 
stood up at the lukP.I 
immediateli 
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}m,ve been his own, he replied that he did not think it could, 
A0 he had his own on his head at the time. He then asked 
was that Condy Dalton, and the reply was, "it is unfortu- 
mately " ; upon which he wished him good-night, and drove 
homewards. He remembers the night well, as he lived at 
that time down at the Long Ridge, and caught a severe ill- 
ness on his way home, by reason of a heavy shower that wet 
him to the skin. He wasn't able to leave the house for three 
months afterwards. It was an unlucky night, anyway. 

Next came the Prophet. It was near daybreak on the 
noraing of the same night, and he was on his way through 
Olendhn. He was then desired to state what it was that 
Ironght him through Glendhu at such an hour. He would 
tell the truth, as it was safe to do so now — he had been 
mating United Irishmen that night ; and, at all events, he 
was on his keeping, for the truth was, he had been reported 
to Government, and there was a warrant out for him. He 
was then desired to proceed in his evidence, and he did so 
On his way through Glendhu he come to a very lonely spot, 
where he had been obliged to hide, at that time, more than 
once or twice himself. Here, to his surprise, he found the 
body of a man lying dead, and he knew it at once to be that 
of the late Bartholomew Sullivan ; beside it was a grave dug 
aboat two feet deep. He was astonished and shocked, and 
knew not what to say; but he felt that murder had been 
conmutted, and he became dreadfully afraid. In his confu- 
sion and alarm he looked about to try if he could see any 
person near, when he caught a glimpse of the prisoner, Condy 
Dalton, crouched among a clump of blackthorn bushes, with 
a spade in his hands. It instantly came into his head that 
he, the prisoner, on finding himself discovered, might murder 
him also ; and, in order to prevent the other from supposing 
that he had seen him, he shouted out and asked, Is there any- 
body near ? and hearing no answer, he was glad to get off 
safe. In less than an hour he was on his way out of the 
country, for, on coming within sight of his own house, he saw 

B B 
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-lift ^Tjniftr !iaii ":«si langaf ir lae ttt- 
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•WLZ. ie yrzusfL ^ 'hikz iz rhar. icnr tze ^nc2e cam 
la ■>«. imi TrifiL & aiaa. irf ijixr 33- iis iEfe be is 

On. •!» 'sraH-esamizadiTi- ie aui. - zb^z ibe ra 
hib lec *J&ft 3iar::er r^s^ i=itl1 zrrv -via. ih^z he did no 
c« '-iift a<*ani4 '.f br"-:^" & aCcTr- cwa:;^je tD mzL 
dfarJn, escpeciaZj suca & ^lan u ^be priacxber, nor 1 
nuiftcs cf irwizz 'irs'^. iiacrace upon his decent anc 
aLk faaollj. His cccacloice, luTveTcr. ahrmvs kepi 
isaay, xndr v> '^ll tie tm-Ju Le lud celtlier peace no 
many a Iohj^ J^&^r ui conseqoezoe cf ooaceaUng liis k 
of the murder ; and he new came forward to frea 
mind from what he had snffered by it. He wis 
parties welL an' te hrpei no one would blame him 
h^ '/va.-: 'r.iLZ. f'-. inie-e^L i: !are. he could not rest i 
a*, l:/?.*:. MiLv a rime tL»? n.-irdherei man appean 
and threatened him, he thought, for not disclosing 

kne'A'.*' 

At thiij moment there was a slight bustle at th 
the court 'A'here the counsel for the defence sat, wl 
a little tiifie, subsided, and the evidence was aboui 
when the latter gentleman, after having closely 
ainined him to very little purj^ose, said — "So you te 
in r:/)iiHoq nonce of your very tender conscience you 
of late, li(^('ii able to rest in your bed at night? " 

" I do." 

"And you say the murdered man appeared to 
ihroaUiiiod you ? " 

"1 do." 
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« Which of them ? " 

"Peter Magennis — what am I sayin'? — I mean Bartle 
SnUivan." 

** Gentlemen of the jury, you will please to take down the 
name of Pet^r Magennis — will your Lordship also take a 
note of that. Well," he proceeded, " will you tell us what 
kind of a man this Bartle or Bartholomew Sullivan was ? " 

"He was a very remarkable man in appearance; very 
stout, with a long face, a slight scar on his chin, and a cast 
in his eye." 

"Do you remember which of them?" 

"Indeed, I don't, an' it wouldn't be raisonable that I 
should, afther such a distance of time." 

"And you saw that man murdered?" 

"I seen him dead after havin' been murdered." 

"Very right — I stand corrected. Well, you saw him 
buried?" 

" I didn't see him buried, but I saw him dead, as I said, 
an' the grave ready for him." 

"Do you think now if he were to rise again from that 
grave that you would know him ? " 

" Well, I'm sure I can't say. By all accounts the grave 
makes great changes, but if it didn't change him very much 
entirely, it wouldn't be hard to know him again — for, as I 
said, he was a remarkable man." 

" Well, then, we shall give you an opportunity of refresh- 
ing your memory. Here," he said, addressing himself to 
some person behind him, " come forward — get up on the 
table, and stand face to face with that man." 

The stranger advanced, pushed over to the comer of the 
table, and mounting it, stood, as he had been directed, con- 
fronting the Black Prophet. 

"Whether you seen me dead," said the stranger, "or 
whether you seen me buried, is best known to yourself ; all I 
can say is, that here I am — by name Bartle Sullivan, alive 
an' well, thanks be to the Almighty for it 1 " 
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" What is this ? " asked the judge, addressing Dal 
counsel ; " who is this man ? " 

"My lord," replied that gentlemen, "this is the 
vidnal, for the murder of whom, upon the evidence of 
two villains, the prisoner at the bar stands charged. I 
conspiracy as singular as it is diabolical, but one wk 
trust, we shall clear up by-and-by." 

" I must confess I do not see my way through it a^ 
sent," returned the judge. " Did not the prisoner at ti 
acknowledge his guilt ? — had you not some difficulty ii 
ting him to plead not guilty ? Are you sure, Mr. 01 
that this stranger is not a counterfeit ? " 

The reply of the counsel could not now be heard — hu: 
in the court-house, on hearing his name, and seeing hii 
and well before them, at once recognized his persa 
testified their recognition by the usual manifestati 
wonder, satisfaction and delight. The murmur, h 
gradually gained strength, and deepened until it fairl; 
forth in one loud and astounding cheer, and it was 
usual, until the judge threatened to commit the first 
who should again disturb the court that it subsided, 
were two persons present, however — we mean Condy 
and the Prophet — on both of whom Sullivan's une: 
appearance produced very opposite effects. When old 
first noticed the strange man getting upon the tal 
appearance of Sullivan, associated as it had been 
language of his counsel with some vague notion of hi 
rection from the grave, filled his mind with such a 
and uncertain feeling of everything about him, that h 
to imagine himself in a dream, and that his reasc 
soon awaken to the terrible reality of his situation, 
ness of perception, in fact, came over all his faculties, 
some minutes he could not understand the natun 
proceedings around him. The reaction was too 
for a mind that had been broken down so long, a 
assed so painfully by impressions of remorse am 
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e consequence was, that he forgot, for a time, the nature 
Wbia eituation — all appeared nnintelligible confusion about 
bi, he could see a multitude of faces, a^nd of people all agi- 
i by some great cause of commotion, and that waa, then, 
I he could understand about it. 

" What is this ? " said he to himself ; " am I on my trial, 
B it some iBirame that I'm dliramin' at home in my own 
: place among my heart-broken family ? " 
L little time, howeyer, soon undeceived him, and awoke 
I honest heart to a true perception of his happiness. 
rMy lord," said the strange man, in reply to the judge's 
% observation, " I am no counterfeit, an' I thank my good 
I gracious God that I have been able to come in time to 
I this worthy and honest man's life! Condy Dalton," 
" I can explain all ; but in the manetime let me 
kke hands wid you, and as your pardon for the bad treat- 
hit and provocation I gave you ou that unlucky day— well 
f I aay so, so far as you are consaroed — for as I hear, aa' 
indeed it has caused you an' your family bitther 
hible and sorrow." 

PBartle Sullivan ' Maroiful Father, is this all right ?— is 
sal ? No dhrame, then 1 an' I have my ould friend by the 
id — let me see — let me feel you I — it is— it's truth— bat, 
e now— I don't care who sees me — I must offer one short 
ftyer of tbaaksgivin' ta my raarciful God, who has released 
I from the snares of my enemies, an' takea this great 
[ght off o' my heart ! " As he spoke, he clasped his hands, 
with an e.xpression of deep and fervent gratitude 
"heaven, then knelt down in a comer of the dock and re- 
tomed thanks to Ood. 

The Prophet, on beholding the man, stood more in surprise 
than astOQtshraent, and seemed evidently filled with mortifi- 
cation rather than wonder. He looked around the court with 
great calmness, and then, fastening his eyes upon Sullivan, 
idied, or appeared to study, his features for a considerable 
A shadow, so dark, or, we should rather say, so f«ftr- 
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folly black, settled upon his conntenancey that it gave 
an almost sapematoral aspect ; it looked, in &tct, as i 
gloom of his fate had fallen upon him in the midst c 
plans and iniquities. He seemed for a moment to fea 
himself, for whilst the confusion and murmurs were 8] 
ing through the court, he muttered to himself, — 

'^ I am doomed ; I did this as if something drove me 
however, if I could only be sure that that cursed ba 
really lost, I might laugh at the world still." 

He then looked around him with singular composm 
ultimately at the judge, as if to ascertain whether he 
depart or not. At this moment a pale, sickly- looking f 
aided, or rather supported, by the pedlar and Hanlon, -* 
the act of approaching the place where Dalton's at 
stood, as if to make some communication to him, ^ 
scream was heard, followed by the exclamation, — 

" Blessed heaven ! it's himself ! — it's himself ! " 

Order and silence were immediately called by the 
but the Prophet's eyes had been already attracted 
woman, who was no other than Hanlon's aunt, and fo 
time he looked at her with an apparent sensation of al 
terror. Gradually, however, his usual indomitable ha 
of manner returned to him ; he still kept his gaze ^xoi 
her, as if to make certain that there could be no m 
after which his countenance assumed an expression ( 
and malignity that no language could describe ; his te 
camo absolutely locked, as if he could have ground ] 
tween them, and his eyes literally blazed with fury, 
resembled that of a rabid beast of prey. The shock -v^ 
dently more than the woman could bear, who, still su] 
by the pedlar and Hanlon, withdrew in a state almost 
ing on insensibility. 

A very brief space now determined the trial. Su! 
brother and several of the jurors themselves clearly 
lished his identity, and, as a matter of course, Condy 
was instantly discharged. His appearance in the str< 
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I by the ctteera and acclamationa of the people, who are 
a gaseral delighted with the acquittal of a fellow-creature, 
noless under circumstaoces of very atrocioua criminality. 

" I suppose I may go down," said the Prophet; "you have 
done with me ? " 
' " Not exactly," replied Dalton's counsel. 

"Let these two men be taken into custody," said the 
jadge, " and let an indictment for perjury be prepared against 
them aud sent up to the grand jury forthwith." 

" My lord," proceeded the connael, " w© are, we think, in 
a capacity to establish a much graver charge against M'Gowan 
— a charge of murder, my lord, discovered under ciroumatancea 
little short of providential." 

In short, not to trouble the reader with the dry details of 
the court, after some discussion it was arranged that two 
bills should be prepared and sent up, one for perjury, and the 
other for t!ie murder of a carman, named Peter Mageanis, 
almost at the very spot where it had, until then, been sup- 
posed that poor Daltou had murdered Bartholomew Sullivan, 
The consequence was that Donne!, or Donald M'Gowan, the 
Black Prophet, found himself in the very dock where Dalton 
had stood the preceding day. His case, whether as regarded 
the perjury or the murder, was entitled to no clemency 
beyond that which the letter of the law strictly allowed. 
The judge assigned him counsel, with whom he was permit- 
ted to communicate ; and he himself, probably supposing that 
bis chance of escape was then greater than if more time were 
allowed to procure and arrange evidence against him, said he 
JOB ready and willing, without further notice, to be brought 
fcfcri al. 

^BPe beg to observe here that we do not strictly confine oor- 
Hnea to the statements made during the trial, inasmuch as 
we deem it necessary to mention circumstances to the reader 
■which the rules of legitimate evidence would render inad m ia- 
gaJ fl iu a court of justice. We are not reporting the case, 

I consequently hold ourselves warranted ia adding what- 
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ever may be necessary to making it perfectly clear, 
withholding circumstances that do not bear upon our i 
tive. With this proviso, we now proceed to detail tl 
nouement. 

The first evidence against him was that of our i 
friend, whom we have called the Widow Hanlon, but yi 
fact, was no other than the Prophet's wife, and sister ' 
man Magennis, whom he had murdered. The Prophet 
name, she stated, was M*Ivor, but why he changed 
knew not. He had been a man, in the early part of h 
of rather a kind and placid disposition, unless when 
provoked, jind then his resentments were terrible. E 
all his life the slave of a dark and ever-wakeful jealous 
destroyed his peace, and rendered his life painful I 
himself and others. It happened that her brother, th 
dered man, had prosecuted M^Ivor for taking forcible 
sion of a house, for which he, M^Ivor, received twelve r 
imprisonment. It happened also, about that time, thfl 
little before the murder, that he had become jealous 
and a neighbour, who had paid his addresses to hei 
marriage. M^Ivor, at this period, acted in the capaci 
plain land-surveyor among the farmers and cottiers 
barony, and had much reputation for his exactness 
curacy. Whilst in prison, he vowed deadly vengeance 
her brother, Magennis, and swore that if she ever £ 
him, acknowledged him, or received him into her hot 
ing her life, she should never live another day under ] 

In this state matters were when her brother, havin 
that her husband was in a distant part of the barony 
ing, or subdividing a farm, came to ask her to her 
wedding, and whilst in the house, the Prophet, mos 
pectedly, was discovered within a few perches of the 
his return. Terror on her part, from a dread of his i 
and also an apprehension lest he and her brother shou 
and, perhaps, seriously injure each other, even to bL 
caused her to hurry the latter into another room, "^ 
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stmctions to get out of the window as quietly as possible and 
go home. Unfortunately he did so, but had scarcely escaped 
when a poor mendicant woman, coming in to ask alms, ex- 
claimed, " Take care, good people, that you have not been 
robbed. I saw a man comin' out of the windy, and runnin' 
over towards Jemmy Campbell's house " — Campbell being 
the name of the young man of whom her husband was jealous. 
M'lvor, now furious, ran towards Campbell's, and meeting 
the servant-maid at the door, asked " if her master was at 
home." 

She replied, " Yes, he just came in this minute." 

" What direction did he come from ? " 

" From the direction of your own house," she answered. 

It should be stated, however, that his wife, at once recol- 
lecting his jealousy, told him immediately that the person 
who had left the house was her brother ; but he rushed on, 
and paid no attention whatsoever to her words. 

From this period forward he never lived with her, but she 
had heard recently — no longer ago than the previous night — 
that he had associated himself with a woman named Eleanor 
MHJuirk, about thirty miles farther west from their original 
neighbourhood, near a place called Glendhu, and it was at 
that place her brother was murdered. 

Neither her anxieties nor her troubles, however, ended 
here. When her husband left her, he took a daughter, their 
only child, then almost an infant, away with him, and con- 
trived to circulate a report that he and she had gone to 
America. After her return home, she followed her nephew 
to this neighbourhood, and that accounted for her presence 
there. So well, indeed, did he manage this matter, that she 
received a very contrite and affectionate letter, that had been 
sent, she thought, from Boston, desiring her to follow himself 
and the child there. The deceit was successful. Gratified 
at the prospect of joining them, she made the due prepara- 
tions, and set sail. It is unnecessary to say, that on arriving 
at Boston she could get no tidings whatsoever of either the 
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V*> ij'.-v iiii ieni. iliiiri:^ tie f*K iras »?« bcoiq 
zz-zL & Li*.«' ••Az* :£ 'ile trfaL tia* s£e proroi the m 
of rcii cr/iv i-rizii In •ij* gnve cf G^cdha. as bdng ' 
Lftr hrAcec Terj cl^arlj- H:-< rigJi* leg bad l)eea bndo 

hakviz.:^ Y^fiZL nlgr^araged Tas a lirde crcoked. wiucH 00a 
hL'n r/, hare a eli^ghr L&I* in Lis valk. TLe top joint 
tL^ isf:rj'jzA xr^ oa the same foot. ha>i been snapped off 
tramp r;f a horse, while her brother was a scfaoolbq 
curromstances which were corroborated bv the Caran 
one or two of those who had examined the body, at i 
vioos inr^oest, and which they conld then attribate < 
iri''jrie.'s r*boe;ved fhirmz l^'^s rade interment, but whic 
ry/// \/'sU'/:r.\y ifitelli^^ible and signincant. 

Tho ufixt witne-s.s called was Bartholomew Sulliva 
<\(:[/jii<'A — '• That about a month before his disapp 
from the country he was one night coming home from i 
and within ahjout half a mile of the Grey Stone he met 
Hon, evidently a carman, accompanying a horse and cai 
ba<Je him the time of night, as he passed. He notice 
iho man had a slight halt as he walked, but could not 1 
bcjr his face, although the night was by no means dar! 
pjiHHlng onwards, towards home, he met another persoi 
in/^ after the carman, who, on seeing him (Sullivan) ap; 
liiiHtily throw some weapon or other into the ditch 
Ikhip whh about three o'clock in the night (morning), 
h)()king closely at the man, for he seemed to follow th 
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in a stealthy way, lie could only observe that he had a very 
pale face, and heavy black eyebrows ; indeed he has little 
doubt but that the prisoner is the man, although he will not 
actually swear it after such a length of time." This was the 
evidence given by Sullivan. 

The third witness produced was Theodosius M^Mahon, or, 
as he was better known, Toddy Mack, the pedlar, who de- 
posed to the fact of having, previously to his departure for 
Boston, given to Peter Magennis a present of a steel tobacco- 
box as a keepsake, and as the man did not use tobacco, he 
said, on putting it into his pocket — " This will do nicely to 
hould my money in on my way home from Dublin." 

Upon which Toddy Mack observed, laughing, " that if he 
put either silver or brass in it, half the country would know 
by the jingle." 

" I'll take care of that, never fear," replied Magennis, " for 
I'll put nothing in this but the soft, comfortable notes." 

He was asked if the box had any peculiar mark by which 
it might be known. 

"Yes, he had himself punched upon the lid of it the 
initials of the person to whom he gave it — to wit, P. M., for 
Peter Magennis." 

" Would you know the box if you saw it ? " 

" Certainly." 

" Is that it ? " asked the prosecuting counsel, placing the 
box in his hands. 

" That is the same box I gave him, upon my oath ; it is a 
good deal rusted now, but there's the holes as I punched 
them ; and, by the same token, there's in the letter P. the 
very place yet where the two holes broke into one, as I was 
punchin' it." 

" Pray how did the box turn up ? " asked the judge — " in 
whose possession has it been ever since ? " 

" My lord, we have just come to that — crier, call Eleanor 
M'Ghiirk." 

The woman hitherto known as Nelly M'Gowan, p 
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■hir^ which tm n^^-lj -^ni cff. is i: in a s-m^zte 
kind. Sbe aakM him wbst iras the matter with I 
KkM he looked aa if be had been fighting.^ 

He replied, "So, Sdlj, bat Tve killed two biids^ 
stone this night." 

Hhe asked him what be meant by these words, bntj 
givR her nn further iufnTnation. 

" 111 |(pV6 no explanation," said he, " bat this " ; i 
ifig his back to her he opened > tobacco-box, V^, 
stretching her neck, she saw distinctly, and, taking i 
nt bank-notes, he separated one of them from the | 
handing it to her exclaimed— " there's all the ex| 
yciti can want ; a close month, Nelly, is the sign « 
liowl, an' by keepin' a close month yoa'U get morej 
tlnuH of Hit* kind. Do yon understand that ? " eoid] 
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" I do," she replied. 

"Very well, then," he observed, " let that be the law and 
the gospel between us." 

When he fell asleep, she got up, and looking at the box, 
saw that it was stuffed with bank-notes, had a broken hinge 
— the hinge was freshly broken — and something like two 
letters on the lid of it. 

"She then did not see it," she continued, "until some 
weeks ago, when his daughter and herself haying had a quar- 
rel, in which the girl cut her — she (his daughter) on stretch- 
ing up for some cobwebs on the wall, to stanch the bleeding, 
accidentally pulled the box out of a crevice, in which it 
Iiad probably been hid. About this time,'' she added, " the 
prisoner became very restless at' night, indeed she might say 
by day and night, and after a good deal of gloomy ill-temper, 
lie made inquiries for it, and on hearing that it had again 
appeared, even threatened her life if it were not produced." 

She closed her evidence by stating that she had secreted 
it, but could tell nothing of its ultimate and mysterious 
disappearance. 

Hanlon's part in tracing the murder is already known to 
the reader. He dreamt, but his dream was not permitted to 
go to the jury, that his father came to him, and said that if 
he repaired to the Grey Stone at Glendhu, on a night which 
he named, at the hour of twelve o'clock, he would get such a 
clue to his murder as would enable him to bring the murderer 
to justice. 

** Are you the son, then, of the man who is said to have 
been murdered ? " asked the judge. 

"He was his son," he replied, " and came first to that part 
of the country, in consequence of having been engaged in a 
^ party fight ' in his native place. It seems a warrant had 
been issued against him and others, and he thought it more 
prudent to take his mother's name, which was Hanlon, in 
order to avoid discovery, the case being a very common one 
nnder circumstances of that kind." 
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Roddy Duncan's explanation^ with respect to tlie li 
hrtx, wafi not called for on the trial, bat we shall givB 
in order to satisfy the reader. He saw XeHy HKtov 
we may still call her, thrusting something iinder the 
of the cabin, and feeling a kind of cnriosity to ascertaii 
it cr>iild be, he seized the first opportunity of examinii 
finding a to}>acco-box, he put it in his pocket, and t 
himself extremely fortunate in securing it, for reascnii 
the readier will immediately understand. The truth ; 
Ilofldy, together with about half-a-dozen virtuous yo 
the neighbourhood, were in the habit of being out pre 
quently at night, for what purposes we will not now 
enquire. Their usual place of rendezvous was the Grrej 
in r;on sequence of the shelter and concealment which 
men HO j)rojections aflForded them. On the night of t 
meeting between Sarah and Hanlon, Roddy had ha 
whole conversation by accident, whilst waiting for h 
I)anionH, and very judiciously furnished the groans, ae 
also upon the second night, on both occasions for Ii 
amusemont. His motives for ingratiating himself, 1 
luoiuiH of the box, with Sarah and Hanlon, are 
known 1() ilio reader, and require no further exp] 
from UM. 

In fiKtt, Huc.li a chain of circumstantial evidence 'W 
(lac.(i(l, as com] )lotely established the Prophet's guilt 
opinion of all who had heard the trial, and the resull 
verdict of guilty by the jury, and a sentence of death 
judo;o. 

*' Your case," said the judge, as he was about to pn 
WMilonco, ^' is another proof of the certainty with whi< 
vith>nco never, so to speak, loses sight of the man w 
b(>rat(^ly hIuhIs his fellow-creature's blood. It is an ad 
and striking instance, too, of the retributive spiri 
which it converts all the most cautious disguises of g 
matter how ingeniously assumed, into the very manifei 
by which its enormity is discovered and punished." 
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After HvirgTvrTi^^ r Vtt 't &li 
sing upon ^^ tia Ti^!y:-:-".j if rrTiSiraci^rjE- xz:i. ^f's tx ti 
witH God, he aeciusmEd "ttt: t: 1a& isz^-d Tf tjezesi nr tje 
{oorth day afsr i^ 
to the mercj cf 15s < 

The Frc^ihc: vis e^iyrr-Lj & zn 
pidiiy and 'ftrw^^gg^ Hf xspc x^ Ti'A'-k. xarTn.'^r fj^ 
upon the jad^ -dfit ie F>:ks^ br: aerrrpei 2c»: & fiiisgif 
symptom of a tisii rr TBcflarz^ i-riLrJL . ^S'iei. tit gf5i.'2eEi9& 
was pronoimcaL ht a:*:i*ri '»±i ki. a^r^sslic ic smasiizLr 
like content Tipx. iioae ira: 2iki 
those mingled E.-:r=^:rs rf ^- - m j 
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are sometimes irtjar&i iziafir ' . — ' . ^v y :g--^i 'tf*s f-^- ?»-* ^' .:-:;$- 

** Now," said he zz- iht rfciigr- " "Lbi-T *:'-'i:!:i''^r is c«r»r. 
and the worst cnme tj tie ttcsi. "iL* s>:ci2r I z^i ^: zlj «:II 
the hetther. I haTe desccssc. ti* -v-zr^z tx j:c^ ^: 'jsr* & 
single cnrae what it sajs gc ^"^^V= i£ zu*:. dt & xi=t £«:. AI2 
Fm sorry for is, that I ciir't take ntr* :ir: cc :% a:*i tiat I 
let it slip xhroa^ in j >^*«^g sc- aisijv as I did- M j "/Tir&e 
upon it and its TiEaiLv ! Bczz^ zuk fz-"" 

The gratificatiDn c^ the escrnLtzy f :r a wide circle irrjui*% 
was now ahsohzulv exnterart. Tb?3^ was i»t oclv the 
acqnittal of the gcoi-heartied arid gez^snrLS cli ttat. t/> fj]] 
the public with a feeling cf deligiLt- lot also the niiexi0^:^j^ 
resurrection, as it were, cf L:'i*est Bartholc/mew Sollivazj, 
which came to animate all parties with a double eDJO}^^!^^!. 
Indeed the oongratulatiai:3 which lx>th parties received were 
sincere and fervent. Old Condy Dalton had no sooner left 
the dock than he was sorroTindcd by friends and relativeH, 
each and all anxious to manifest their sense of his goo^i forturje 
in the usual way of " treating " him and his family. Th^jir 
gratitude, however, towards the Almighty for Ujh un- 
expected interposition in their favour, was too exalU-A a/id 
pious to allow them to profane it by convivial iDdulgefjc^jH. 
With as little delay, therefore, as might be, they so' 
their humble cabin, where a scene awaited him that wt 
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vith sorrow the sentiments of JQsiifiabh 
.dim witxh they felt. 
Tnr TQkSss csav remember that owing to Sarah's illness, 
-£» r r-Tcoec &s aa afterthought, had determined to gi^e to 
-_w iJc.iL"t57ii rr Mave Sullivan the colour of a famine oat- 
-2^ . lati f:r :his purpose he had resolved also to engage 
r:*Ji -iklT?!! v» *k:t as a kind of leader — ^a circumstance wHdi 
jt* ill r«c. wrroji change the character of the proceeding alto- 
^ciiia: TO 7i» •:£ wild and licentious revenge on the part of 
Tal*:::!:. Fscr Dalton lent himself to this, as far as its aspect 
>t A utiR ^a'breok had attractions for the melancholy love of 
*-ir-:iiLeiic«. by which he had been of late unhappily animated. 
H«* icejriingly let: home with the intention of taking a part 
:i lieiT prwwdiags : but he never joined them. Where he 
.i;iii ^*U0 ^^<. or how he had passed the night, nobody knew. 
3« 'iijif Ji$ i? Jnajf he made his appearance at home aboat 
'jwu m tiw day of his father's trial, in evidently a dying 
>ai"e» aad ia ihxs condition his family found him on their 
•^rir'i. Tls true thev had the consolation of perceiving that 
■■ «> :ul:i:'fr iui more collected than he had been since the 
-_. .! J ;\*--:^v >Iu.rragh. His reason, indeed, might be said 
\» V ',vei: alt.^fpJther restored. 

V':v ::vi:i^.l hiui sitting in his father's arm-chair, his head 
<.. L*. :--vc -oil. how tenderly supported ! — by his affectionate 
>^s.x: >Lvry. 

^1^ s. 'Jal'ion herself had come before, to break the joyful 
_s :■,* :ai;5 excellent girl, who, on seeing her, burst into 
i^->v .\:lii*Jaing in Irish,— 

^i ':.ix?r A<?iir, I'm afraid you're bringing a heavy heart to 
. - .>^^ :c 5orr,nv ! ** 

^ .^a: heart, dear Mary— a light and a grateful heart. 
^ K*r» .icushla mac/iree— your father, my dear unhappy 
... > -iCC i murderer.-' 

N. -'^ ^*-^ '^^^^ ^^"^ around her brother's neck, but she 
^>1\ rai^ the other, as if in ecstatic delight; but in 
. ^^ v\^^^^>^ Vx ^^Yo.^^'CLd said sorrowfully,— 
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'^Ay; but, mother dear, didn't he say himself he was 
gmlty ? » 

''He thought so, dear! but it was only a rash blow ; and 
oh, how many a deadly accident has come from rash blows ! 
The man was not killed at all, dear Mary, but is alive and 
well, and was in the court-house this day. Oh ! what do we not 
owe to a good God for His mercy towards us all ! Tom, dear, 
I am glad to see you at home ; you must not go out again." 

"Oh, mother dear," said his sister, kissing him, and 
bursting into tears, " Tom's dying ! " 

" What ! " exclaimed his mother — " what's this !— death's 
in my boy's face ! " 

He raised his head gently, and, looking at her, replied 
with a faint smile, — 

"No, mother, I will not go out any more ; I will be good 
at last — it's time for me." 

At this moment old Dalton and the rest of the family 
entered the house, but were not surprised at finding Mary and 
her mother in tears ; for they supposed, naturally enough, 
that the tears were those of joy for the old man's acquittal. 
Mrs. Dalton raised her hand to enjoin silence; and then, 
pointing to her son said, — " We must keep quiet for a little." 

They all looked upon the young man, and saw, at a glance 
that death, immediate death, was stamped upon his features, 
gleamed wildly out of his eyes, and spoke in his feeble and 
hollow voice. 

" Father," said he, " let me kiss you, or come and kiss me. 
Thank Otod for what has happened this day. Father," he 
added, looking up into the old man's face, with an expression 
of unutterable sorrow and affection — " father, I know I was 
wild ; but I will be wild no more. I was wicked too, but I 
will be wicked no more. There is now an end to all my 
follies and to all my crimes ; an' I hope — I hope that Gtxl 
will have mercy upon me, an' forgive me." 

The tears rained fast upon his pale face from the old man's 
eyes, as he exclaimed, — 

c 
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" He will have mercy upon you, my darlin' son; look to 
Him. I know, darlin', that whatever crimes or follies ywi 
committed, you are sorry for them, an' Gtod will forgive yoo." 

" I am," he replied ; " kiss me, all of you ; my sight ia 
gettin' wake, an' my tongue isn't — isn't so strong as it mfl." 

One after one they all kissed him, and as each knew that 
this tender and sorrowful embrace must be the last that 
should ever pass between them, it is impossible adequately 
to describe the scene which then took place. 

" I have a request to make," he said, feebly ; " an' it is, 
that I may sleep with Peggy an' our baby. Maybe Fm not 
worthy of that ; but still I'd like it, an' my heart's upon it; 
an' I think she would like it, too." 

"It can be done, an' we'll do it," replied his mother; "well 
do it, my darlin' boy — my son, my son, we'll do it." 

" Don't you all forgive me — forgive me everything ? " 

They could only, for some time, reply by their tears ; but 
at length they did reply, and he seemed satisfied. 

"Now," said he, "there was an ould Irish air that Peggy 
uj?ed to sing for me — I thought I heard her often singin' it of 
late-did I ? " 

"I suppose so, darlin'," replied his mother; "I suppose 
YOU did." 

** Mary, here," he proceeded, " sings it ; I would like to 
hear it before I go ; it's the air of Gra Gal Machree.^^ 

»* Before you go, alanna ! " exclaimed his father, pressing 
him tenderly to his breast. " Oh ! but they're bitther words 
^^ us, my darlin', my lovin' boy. But the air, Mary, darlin', 
strive an' sing it for him as well as you can." 

I: was a trying task for the affectionate girl, who, how- 
^wr, i^o far overcame her grief, as to be able to sing it with 
>4 \-ery pathos of nature itself. 

- Ay/' said he, as she proceeded, " that's it — that's what 
*n,^Y used to sing for me, bekase she knew I liked it." 

Cruder and full of sorrow were the notes as they came 

,^ »J» - ' 'v\, \\^^ c>l >bfta.\. ^^^^\k>si^lQ, sister. Her task, 
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however, was soon over ; for scarcely had she concluded the 
air, when her poor brother's ears and heart were closed to 
the melody and affection it breathed, for ever. 

" I know," said she, with tears, " that there's one thing 
will give comfort to you all respecting poor Tom. Peter 
Bafferty, who helped him home, seein' the dyin' state he was 
in, went over to the Carr, and brought one of Father Han- 
ratty's curates to him, so that he didn't depart without 
resaving the rites of the Church, thank God ! " 

This took the sting of bitterness out of their grief, and in- 
fused into it a spirit that soothed their hearts, and sustained y 
them by that consolation which the influence of religion and 
its ordinances, in the hour of death and sorrow, never fail to 
give to an Irish family. 

Old Dalton's sleep was sound that night, and when he 
awoke the next morning the first voice he heard was that 
of our friend Toddy Mack, which, despite of the loss they 
had sustained, and its consequent sorrow, diffused among 
them a spirit of cheerfulness and contentment. 

" You have no raison," said he, " to fly in the face of God 
— I don't mane you, Mrs. Dalton — but these youngsters. If 
what I heard is thrue, that that poor boy never was himself 
since the girl died, it was a mercy for God to take him ; and, 
af ther all. He is a betther judge of what's fit for us than we 
are ourselves. Bounce, now, Mr. Dalton, you have little 
time to lose. I want you to come wid me to the agent, Mr. 
Travers. He wishes, I think, to see yourself, for he says he has 
heard a good account o' you, an' I promised to bring you. If 
we're there about two o'clock, we'll hit the time purty close." 

" What can he want with him, do you think ? " asked Mrs. 
Dalton. 

" Dear knows — fifty things — maybe to stand for one of his 
childre' — or — but ah! forgive me — I could be merry any- 
where else ; but here — here — forgive me, Mrs. Dalton." 

In a short time Dalton and he mounted a car, which Toddy 
had brought with him, and started for the office of Mr. Travers. 
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Whiltft they are on their wiy we shall retom tc 
frienrl, young Dick, who was left to tmdge home fm 
Grey Stone on the night set apart &r the abdnction of 
Sullivan. HanloD, or Magennis, as we ought now t 
him, having, by his shrewdness, and Boddy Duncan's 
manner of talking, succeeded in preventing the buigl 
attack upon his master's house, was a good deal sar\ 
at young Dick's quick return, for he had not ezpectei 
at all that night. The appearance of the young genl 
was calculated to excite impressions of rather a serio- 
character. 

" Hanlon," said he, '' is all right ? — every man at his f 

" All right, sir ; but I did not expect you back so 
Whatever you've been engaged on to-night is a saicr 
kep' me out of." 

" D e, I was afraid of you, Hanlon ; you were too '. 

for what I was about to-night. You wouldn't have stc 
I probed you on it once before, and you winced." 

" Well, sir, I assure you I don't wish to know what 

''Why, as the whole thing has failed, there can 
groat secret in it now. The old Prophet hoaxed me ct 
U)-m^ht. It was arranged between us that he should 
(AY Sullivan's handsome daughter for me, and what dc 
morc.enary old scoundrel do but put his own in her 
with a view of imposing her on me." 

" Faith, an' of the two she is thought to be the fin< 
liandsomest girl ; but, my God ! how could he do wh 
Hay, an' his daughter sick of the typhus ? " 

*' There's some d d puzzle about it, I grant ; he 

puzzled, his daughter seemed sick, sure enough, anc 
sick. Hanlon, I fear I've caught the typhus from 1 
can think of nothing else." 

" Go to bed, sir ; I tould you as you went out that y 
taken rather much. You've been disappointed, an' 
vexed, that's what ails you ; but go to bed, an' you'l 
it off." 
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" Yes, I must. In a day or two it's arranged that I and 
Travers are to settle about the leases, and I must meet that 
worthy gentleman with a clear head." 

" Is Darby Skinadre, sir, to have Dalton's farm ? " 

" Why, I Ve pocketed a hundred of his money for it, and 
I think he ought. However, all this part of the property is 
out of lease, and you know we can neither do nor say any- 
tbing till we get the new leases." 

" Oh, yes, you can, sir," replied Hanlon, laughing ; " it's 
clear you can do, at any rate." 

" How is that ? What do you grin at, confound you ? " 

"You can take the money, sir; that's what I mane by 
doin' him. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

" Very good, Charley ; but I'm sick, and I very much fear 
that I've caught this confounded tjrphus." 

The next day being that on which the trial took place, he 
did not rise from his bed, and when the time appointed for 
meeting Travers came he was not at all in anything of an 
improved condition. His gig was got ready, however, and, 
accompanied by Hanlon, he drove to the agent's office. 

Travers was a quick, expert man of business, who lost but 
little time and few words in his dealings with the world. 
He was clear, rapid, and decisive, and having once formed 
an opinion, there was scarcely any possibility of changing 
it. This, indeed, was the worst and most impracticable point 
about him, for as it often happened that his opinions were 
based upon imperfect or erroneous data, it consequently fol- 
lowed that his inflexibility was but another name for ob- 
stinacy, and not unfrequently for injustice. 

As Henderson entered the office, he met our friend the 
pedlar and old Dalton going out. 

" Dalton," said Travers, " do you and your friend stay in 
the next room ; I wish to see you again before you go. How 
do you do, Henderson ? " 

" I am not well," replied Henderson, " not at all well ; but 
it won't signify." 



- Mz-'.i. %,* zisrsLi : I -FToaer ke gyjci call m toil" 

- X:. be iji zszk : I srrpaae be"s odxrviae engigel'; 
liBTf-rn arnT3 c cjLw^^ his. H'?TCver, now to hnwnw^ 
Heciiersm.'' s&i b& lx<kBi iaqsiriiigly at IKck, as nM 
to aa T. I am. robi j to bear too. 

- We had hetfjcr aot, I tliink.*' prooeaded Kck, ^ 
make arrazigemaits abaci these new leases.^ 

~ I shall expect to be bribed kr each ol theaj 
RIcharL" 

" Bribed ! "* exclaimed the other, ^ ha, ha, ha ! that's { 

^ Whj. do yoa think there's anything morally wis 
dishoQoorable in a bribe?** asked the other, with a 
serioos f2Lice. 

" Come, come, Mr. Trayers,'* said Diek, " a joke's a 
only don't pat so grave a face on yon when yon ask I 
qnestion. However, as yon say yonrself , now to bnsil 
abont these leases.*' 

" I tmst," continued Travers, " that I um both an : 
man and a gentleman, yet I expect a bribe for every le 

*• Well, then,'' replied Henderson, " it is not gei 
supposed that either an honest man or a gentleman- 

'• Would take a bribe ? — eh ? '* 

" Well, d n it, no ; not exactly that either ; but 

let us understand each other. If you be wilful on i1 
a wilful man, they say, must have his way. Bribery 
ever, rank bribery is a " 

" Crime to which neither an honest man nor a gen 
would stoop. You see, I anticipate what you are at 
say ; you despise bribery, Mr. Henderson ? " 

*' Sir," replied the other, rather warmly, " I trust 
am a gentleman and an honest man, too," 

*' But still a wilful man, Mr. Henderson, must ha 
way, you know. Well of course you are a gentlemi 
mi lionost man." He then rose, and touching the be 
to flio ^'^'•-'"ut who answei^ed it, — 
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" Send in the man named Darby Skinadre.'^ 

If that miserable wretch was thin and shrivelled-Iooking 
when first introduced to our readers, he appeared at the 
present period little else than the shadow of what he had 
been. He not only had lost heavily even by the usurious 
eredit he had given, in consequence of the widespread poverty 
and crying distress of the wretched people, who were mostly 
insolvent, but he suffered severely by the outrages which had 
taken place, and doubly so in consequence of the anxiety which 
80 many felt to wreak their vengeance on him, under that 
guise, for his heartless and blood-sucking extortions upon them. 

" Your name," proceeded the agent, " is Darby Skinadre ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

" And you have given this gentleman the sum of a hundred 
pounds as a bribe for promising you a lease of Cornelius 
Dalton's f arm ? " 

" I gave him a hundre' pounds, but not at all as a bribe, 
sir ; I'm an honest man, I trust, an' the Lord forbid I'd have 
anything to do wid a bribe ; an' if you an' he knew, both o' 
you, the hard strivin', an' scrapin', and sweepin' I had to 
get it together " 

" That will do, sir ; be silent. You received this money, 
Mr. Henderson ? " 

" Tut, Travers, my good friend ; that is playing too high 
a card about such a matter. Don't you know, devilish well, 
that these things are common, ay, and among gentlemen and 
honest men, too, as you say ? " 

" Well, then," continued Henderson, smiling, " if you have 
no objection, I am willing that you should take Skinadre's 
affiiir and mine as a precedent between you and me. Let us 
not be fools, Mr. Travers ; it is every one for himself in this 
world." 

" What is it you expect, in the first place ? " asked the 
agent. 

" Why, new leases," replied the other ; " upon reasonable 
terms, of course." 
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"Well, tben," said Travers, "I beg to inform yon thst I 
joa shall not have them, with only one PxceptioD. Ydd skill 
ha-Ye a leaaa of aixty-nine acres attached to the Grange, being 
tbe quantity of land which you actually farm." 

" Pray, why not all the property ? " asked Dick. 

"My good friend," replied the agent, nearly in his own 
«vds to the pedlar, " the fact is, that we are about to in- j 
troduee a new system altogether upon onr property. We ' 
an det«n]mied t^ manage it npon a perfectly new principle. 
It kas been too much sub-let nnder ua, and we have resolved, 
Kr. Henderson, to rectify this evil. That is my answer. 
Wiih the esception of the Grange Farm, yon get no leases. 
We shall turn over a new leaf, and see that a better order 
of things be established upon the property. As for yon, 
Skinadre, settle this matter of your hundred poundB with 
Mr. Henderson as best you may. That was a private trans- . 
aotinD altogether between yourselves; between yaursalvM^ I 
tItBD, does the settlement of it lie/' | 

He once more touched the bell, and desired Conieliia 
Daltou and the pedlar to be sent in. 

" Mr. Henderson," he proceeded, " I will bid yon good- 
morning ; you certainly look ill. Skinadre, yon may go. I 
have sent for Dalton, Mr, Henderson, to let bim know that 
he shall be re-instated in his farm, and 'every reasonable 
allowance made him for the oppression and injustice which 
he and his respectable family have sofFered, at — I wilt not 
say whose hands." 

" Travers," rejdied Henderson, "your conduct is harsh— 
and— however, I cannot now think of leases— I am, every 
moment, getting worse — I am very ill — good momiDg." Ho 
then went. 

" An' am I to lose my hundre' pounds, your honour, of my 
hard-earned money, that I squeezed " 

" Out of the blood and marrow and life of the straggling 
and industrious people, yon cruel and heartless extortioner! 
Begone, simCh ; & ioot <A \B.tiiia^ii.ttift^TO^rty for which I am 
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agent you shall never occupy. You and your tribe, whether 
you batten upon the distress of struggling industry in the ^ 
deceitful Maelstrooms of the metropolis, or in the dirty, dingy, 
shops of a private country village, are each a scorpion curse 
to the people. Tour very existence is a libel upon the laws 
by which the rights of civil society are protected." 

" Troth, your honour does me injustice ; I never see a case 
of distress that my heart doesn't bleed '' 

" With a leech-like propensity to pounce upon it — begone." 
The man slunk out. " Dalton," he proceeded, when the old 
man, accompanied by the pedlar, came in, " I sent for you to 
say that I am willing you should have your farm again." 

" Sir," replied the other, " I am thankful and grateful to 
you for that kindness, but it is now too late ; I am not able 
to go back upon it ; I have neither money nor stock of any 
kind. I am deeply and gratefully obliged to you ; but I have 
not sixpence worth in the world to put on it. An honest 
heart, sir, an' a clear fame is all that G-od has left me, blessed 
be His name!" 

" Don't b'lieve a word of it," replied the pedlar. " Only 
let your honour give him a good lease, at a raisonable rint, 
makin' allowances for his improvements " 

" Never mind conditions, my good friend," said the agent, 
" but proceed ; for, if I don't mistake, you will yourself give 
him a lift." 

" Maybe we'll fin' him stock an' capital a thrifle, any way," 
replied the pedlar, with a knowing wink. '^ I haven't carried 
a pack all my life for nothing, I hope." 

" I understand," said the agent to Dalton, '^ that one of 
your sons is dead. I leave town to-day, but I shall be here 
this day fortnight ; call then, and we shall have everything 
arranged* Your case was a very hard one, and a very com- 
mon one ; but it was one with which xce had nothing to do, 
and in which, until now, we could not interfere. I have / 
looked clearly into it, and regret to find that such cases do 
exist upon Irish property to a painful extent, although I am 
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glad to find that public opinion, and a more enlightened 
perience are every day diminishing the evil." 

He then rang for some one else, and onr friends withd] 
impressed with a grateful sense of his integrity and justi 



CHAPTER XXXn 

CONCLUSION 

When Mrs. M*Ivor — whom we may now, without any e 
style the wife of Donnel Dhu — recognized in the court-! 
the man called the Black Prophet, as her husband, she 1 
also, without having been aware of it, that she had seer 
conversed with her own daughter. To most women, 
position would have been one of indescribable and distrai 
agony. Here had she been aiding her nephew to trao 
murderer of his father — her own brother — and now that 
had found him, he turns out to be no other than her 
husband, and the father of her child. She was, ho^ 
as we have said at an early stage of our narrative, a wi 
of much firmness, if not obstinacy of character ; or to 
still nearer to the tnith, it would be difficult to find on 
soil a female who possessed such a stoical ascendency 
her own feelings. 

The interest excited by the trial, involving as it d 
much that concerned the Sullivans, especially the hope 
affections of their daughter Mave, naturally induced th 
though not on this latter account — young and old, to a 
the assizes, not excepting Mave herself ; for her father, 
against her inclination, had made a point to bring her 
them. On finding, however, how matters turned c 
perfect and hearty reconciliation took place between th 
families, in the course of which Mave and the Pro] 
wife once more renewed their acquaintance. Some nece 
and brief explanation took place, in the course of i 
allusion was made to Sarah and her state of health. 
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" I hope," said Mave, " you will lose no time in goin' to 
see her. I know her affectionate heart ; an' that when she 
hears an' feels that she has a mother alive an' well, an' that 
loves her as she ought to be loved, it will put new life into her." 

" She is a fine lookin' girl," replied her mother, " an' while 
I was spakin' to her I felt my heart warm to her, sure 
enough ; but she's a wild creature, they say." 

" Hasty a little," said Mave ; " but then such a heart as 
she has. Tou ought to go see her at wanst." 

" I would, dear, an' my heart is longin' to see her ; but I 
think it's betther that I should not till afther his thrial to- 
morrow. I'm to be a witness against the unfortunate man." 

" Against her father ! — against your own husband ! " ex- 
claimed Mave, looking aghast at this intimation. 

" Yes, dear ; for it was my brother he murdhered, an' he 
must take the consequences, if he was my husband an' her 
father ten times over. My brother's blood musn't pass 
for nothin'. Besides, the hand of God is in it, an' I must 
do my duty." 

The heart of the gentle and the heroic Mave, which could 
encounter contagion and death, from a principle of un- yy 
conscious magnanimity and affection that deserved a garland, 
now shrunk back with pain at the sentiments so coolly 
expressed by Sarah's mother. She thought for a moment 
of young Dalton, and that if she were called upon to 
prosecute him — but she hastily put the fearful hypothesis 
aside, and was about to bid her acquaintance good-bye, when 
the latter said, — 

" To-morrow, or rather the day afther, I'd wish to see her, 
for then I'll know what will happen to him, and how to act 
with her ; an' if you'd come wid me, I'd be glad of it, an' 
you'd oblage me." 

Mave 8 gentle and affectionate spirit was disquieted 
within her by what she had already heard ; but a moment's 
reflection convinced her that her presence on the occasion 
might be serviceable to Sarah, whose excitable temperament 
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dieAtaftss, I nutj say, \S>Z1"~ pnxeedcd Mave, " she 
\hat 6ehu but Fm aieotri lorcjjsr. izH ram oat that it 
with her own lile she paii ix.~ 

At the hoar a^yoipted, Mrs. M-Itot and IfjiTe set 
their vittt to Sarah, each now aware ol the 
inevitable doom that awaited her father, and ol the 
whu^h one of them at least had taken in hrmging it 

AKont half*an-hoar before their aniTal, Sazah, 
^ti\teiv h>nching the fate of old Dalton ooold endure no 
U\ <H>x*t^iting the return of her nnrae — a simple, gqod-l 
tYt<^if>j^».tSf-ff^ot creature, who had no notion <rf ever 
'»^>r^ t^«^t^, ^iiitW any circumstances. Hie poor girl 
>it>*\ tsN }sjs^i i\y\ AtX>ount of the trial the best way she 
Vv ^ N*^ WNN ws\x\^ nho now lay awaiting her rel 
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" Well, Biddy, what's the news — or have you got any ? " 

The old woman gently and affectionately put her hand 
over on Sarah's forehead, as if the act was a religious cere- 
mony, and accompanied an invocation, as indeed she intended 
it to do, — 

" May (Jod in His mercy soon relieve you from your thrials, 
my poor girl, an' bring you to Himself ! but it's the black 
news I have for you this day." 

Sarah started. 

" What news ? " she asked hastily—" what black news ? " 

" Husth, now, an' I'll tell you ; — in the first place, your 
mother is alive, an' has come to the counthry." 

Sarah immediately sat up in the bed, without assistance, 
and lastening her black, brilliant eyes upon the woman, 
exclaimed, — 

"My mother — my mother — my own mother! an' do you 
dare to tell me that this is black news ? Lave the house, 
I bid you. I'll get up — I'm not sick — I'm well ! Great 
God! — yes, I'm well — very well; but how dare you name 
black news an' my mother — my blessed mother — in the same 
breath, or on the same day ? " 

" Will you hear me out, then ? " continued the nurse. 

" No," replied Sarah, attempting to get up. " I want to 
hear no more ; now I wish to live — now I am sure of one, 
an' that one my mother — my own mother — to love me — to 
guide me — to taiche me all that I ought to know ; but, above 
all, to love me. An' my father — my poor unhappy father — 
an' he is unhappy — he loves me, too. Oh, Biddy, I can 
forgive you now for what you said — I will be happy still — 
an' my mother will be happy — an' my father — my poor 
father— will be happy yet ; he'll reform— he'll repent, may- 
be ; an' he'll wanst more get back his early heart — his heart, 
when it was good, an' not hardened, as he says it was, by 
the world. Biddy, did you ever see any one cry with joy 
before — ha — ha — did you now ? " 

" God strengthen you, my ix)or child,-' exclaimed the nurse, 
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bimtiiig into teun; ''for what will beoaome of yon? Yn 
fftther, Sanhi deur, is to be luuQged for mnxdhery an' it m 
your mother'8 evidence that hanged him. She swore MffSmk 
him on the thxiali an' his eeatenoe 18 passed. BartleSiiffifa 
wasn't mnxdhered at all, bat another man was, an! it m 
your &ther that done it. On next lUday he's to be haageii 
an' yonr mother, they say, swore his life away I ■ If HUli 
not black news, I don't know what is." 

Sarah's &oe had been flashed to sooh a degree by liie&it 
portion of the woman's intelligence, that -it's eiyM i 
was brilliant and animated beyond belief. On hesring iti 
condnsiony howeveri the change from joy to hoaor mi 
instantaneouSi shocking^ and pitiaUci beyond all power of 
hngoage to express. She was struck perfectly motjonlas 
and ghastly; and as she kept her large Ineid eyes boA 
upon the woman's facCi the powers of life, that had bett 
hitherto in snch a tnmalt.of delight within faeri seemed 
slowly, and with a deadly and scarcely perceptible motion, to 
ebb out of her STstem. The revulsion was too dreadful ; and 
with the appearance of one who was anxious to shrink or 
hide from something that was painful, she laid her head 
down on the humble pillow of her bed. 

"Now, cwf^Oi'e," said the woman, struck by the woful 
change — " don't take it too much to heart ; you're young, an' 
please God, you'll get over it all yet." 

" No," she replied, but in a voice so utterly changed and 
deprived of its strength, that the woman could with difficulty 
hear or understand her. 

" There is but one good bein' in the world," she said to her- 
self " an' that is Mave Sullivan. I have no mother, no father 
—all I can love now is Mave Sullivan — that's all." 

" Every one that knqws her does," said the nurse. 

a Who ? " said Sarah, inquiringly. 

4i Why, Mave Sullivan," replied the other ; " wom't pu 
5-jtin' about her ? " 

^xy "'^> " ma.^fbe so — what was I sayin' ? " 
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She then put her hand to her forehead, as if she felt pain 
ftnd confusion ; after which she waved the nurse towards her, 
bat on the woman stooping down, she seemed to forget that 
she had beckoned to her at all. 

At this moment Mave and her mother entered, and after 
looking towards the bed on which she lay, they inquired in a 
whisper from the attendant how she was. 

The woman pointed hopelessly to her own head, and then 
looked significantly at Sarah, as if to intimate that her brain 
was then unsettled. 

" There's something wrong here," she added, in an under- 
tone, and, touching her head, '' especially since I tould her 
what happened." 

" Is she acquainted with everything ? " asked her mother. 

" She is," replied the other ; " she knows that her father is 
to die on Friday, and that you swore agin' him." 

" But what on earth," said Mave, " could make you be so 
mad as to let her know anything of that kind ? " 

" Why, she sent me to get word," replied the simple crea- 
ture, " an' you wouldn't have me tell her a lie, an' the poor 
girl on her death-bed, I'm afeard." 

Her mother went over and stood opposite where she lay, 
that is, near the foot of her bed, and putting one hand under 
her chin, looked at her long and steadily. Mave went to her 
mde, and taking her hand gently up, kissed it, and wept 
quietly but bitterly. 

It was, indeed, impossible to look upon her without a feeling 
of deep and extraordinary interest. Her singularly youthful 
aspect — her surprising beauty, to which disease and suffering 
had given a character of purity and tenderness almost 
etherial — the natural symmetry and elegance of her very 
arms and hands — the wonderful whiteness of her skin, which 
contrasted so strikingly with the raven black of her glossy 
hair, and the soul of thought and feeling which lay obviously 
expressed by the long silken eyelashes of her closed eyes — 
aU, when taken in at a glance, were calculated to impress a 
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beholder with love, and sympathy, and tenderness, sue. 
no human heart could resist. 

Mave, on glancing at her mother, saw a few tears stea 
as it were, down her cheeks. 

" I wish to Grod, my dear daughter," exclaimed the h 
in a low voice, " that I had never seen your face, lovely 
is, an' it surely would be betther for yourself that yon 
never been bom." 

She then passed to the bedside, and taking Mave's ] 
who withdrew, she stooped down, and placing her lips 
Sarah's white, broad forehead, exclaimed— "May God 
you, my dear daughter, is the heartfelt prayer of you 
happy mother." 

Sarah suddenly opened her eyes, and started : " Wl 
this ? " she exclaimed, " What is wrong ? There is some 
wrong. Didn't I hear some one callin' me daughter ? ] 
a strange woman — Charley Hanlon's aunt — Biddy, 
here ! " 

" Well, acusJdaj here I am — keep yourself quiet, ach 
what is it ? " 

" Didn't you tell me that my mother swore my fathei 
away ? " 

"It's what they say," replied the matter-of-fact nurg 

" Then it's a lie — a lie that comes from hell itseli 
replied. " Oh, if I was only up and strong as I was, 1 
see the man or woman that durst say so. My mother ! 
come unnatural and treacherous, an' I have a mothe 
ha — oh, how often have I thought of this — thought of 
a girl I would be if I was to have a mother — how ^ 
would be too — how kind to her — how I would love h 
how she would love me, and then my heart would sink 
I'd think of home — ay, an' then when Nelly would 
cruelly an' harshly to me I'd feel as if I could kill 
any one." 

Her eye here caught Mave Sullivan, and she again si 

" What is this ? " she exclaimed, " am I still in the 
Mave Sullivan ! — help me up, Biddy." 
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"^ I am here, dear Saraliy^ replied the gentle girl — ^* I am 
here ; keep jonrself qiuet, and dan*t attempt to sit np ; you^re 
not able to do it.'' 

The composed and serene aspect of Mave, and the kind 
touching tones of her voice seemed to operate favourably npon 
her, and to aid her in collecting her confused and scattered 
thoughts into something like order. 

" Oh, dear Mave,*' said she, " what is this ? What has 
happened? Isn^t there something wrong? I'm confosed. 
Have I a mother ? Have I a UvM mother that will love me ? ' ' 

B^r large dark eyes suddenly sparkled with singular 
animation as she asked the last question, and Have thought 
this was the most appropriate moment to make the mother 
known to her. 

'' Tou have, dear Sarah, an' here she is, waiting to clasp 
you to her heart an' give you her blessin'." 

" Where ? '' she exclaimed, starting up in her bed, as if in 
full health ; " my mother ! where ? — where? " 

She held her arms out towards her, for Mave had again 
assumed the mother's station at the bedside, and the latter 
stood at a little distance. On seeing her daughter's arms 
wildly extended towards her, she approached her, but, 
whether checked by Sarah's allusion to her conduct or from 
a wish to spare her excitement, or from natural coldness of 
disposition, it is difficult to say, she did it with so little 
appearance of the eager enthusiasm that the heart of the 
latter expected, and with a manner so singularly cool and 
unexcited, that Sarah, whose feelings were always decisive 
and rapid as lightning, had time to recognize her features as 
Hanlon's aunt, whom she had seen and talked to before ; but 
that was not all ; she perceived not in her these external 
manifestations of strong affection and natural tenderness for 
which her own heart yearned almost convulsively ; there 
was no sparkling glance — no precipitate emotion — no gush- 
ing of tears — no mother's love — in short, nothing of what 
her noble and loving spirit could recognize as kindred to 

D D 
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ittrif and to her warm and impoMve heart. The menu 
tlw gbaoe— that sought aad found not what it looked 
mra dedfeive ; the arms that had beea extended rem 
d ktlll, but the spirit of their attitude was cha 
I ihat eager and tumultnous delight which hac 
L frDm her countenance. Her thoughts, aa wa 
mn qoiek, and in almost a moment's time she appea: 
.1m kJtogBther a difTerent individual. 
■ **8tiap\ " ahe exckiimed, now repelling instead of soli 
Qm emlnace ; " there isn't the love of a mother in 
waauai'B heart— an' what did I hear ? that ahe swi 
lailiar'f lif e away— her husband's life away! Ko, ni 
flbaafled— I see my father's blood, abed by her, too, h! 
irifBt Look at her features, they're hard and harsh— 1 
no low in her eyes — they're cowld and sevare. N 
thera's eomething wrous there— I feel that — I feel i 
ben— rths feelin's lu my heart— oh, what a dark hoi 
IB I Yon were right, Biddy, you brought me black nei 
diqr— but it won't— it won't— trouble me long — it woi 
tub iUa poor brain long — it won't pierce this pooi 
long — I hope not. Oh," she esclaimed, turning to Mai 
extending her arms towards her, " Mave Sullivan, let m< 

The affectionate but disappointed girl had all Mave' 
pathies, whose warm and affectionate feelings reooila 
the coldness and apparent want of natural tendemeaej 
characterized the mother's manner, under circnmstd 
themselves so affecting. StUlj after having soothed 
for a few minutes, and placed her head once mOTs va 
pillow, she whispered to the mother, who seemed I 
more than to feel, — ■ 

"Don't be surprised; when you consider the state i 
— and, indeed, it isn't to be wondered at after what | 
heard — you must make every allowance for the poor g 

Sarah's emotions were now evidently in incessant pi 

" Biddy," said ahe, " come here again ; help me up. 

" Dear Sarah," said Mave, "you are not able to! 
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s ; it you could compoae yourself, au' forget everything 

5)leasant for a, while, till you grow strong." 
k" If I could forget that my mother has no heart to love me 
ph — that she's could and strange to ma — if I could forget 
ahe's brought my father to a shameful death — ray 

pier's heart wasn't altogether bad ; no, an' he was wanst 

I mane in his early life — a good man. I know that — I 

I that— 'dear Sarah, sleep, — sleep, dear Sarah ^ — no, bad 
here was a thousand times more love and nature in 

B voice that spoke them words than in a hundred women 

e my mother, that hasn't yet kissed my lips. Biddy, come 
I, I say— here, lift me up again." 

There was such energy, and fire, and command in her voice 
and words now that Mave could not remonstrate any longer, 
nor the nurse refuse to obey her. When she was once more 
placed sittiag she looked about her. 

" Mother," she said, come here.'' 

And, aa she pronounced the word mother, a trait so beauti- 
fal, BO exquisite, so oatural, and so pathetic accompanied it 
that Mave once more wept. Her voice, in ottering the word 
quivered, aad softened into tendemeas, with the affection 
which nature itaeli seems to have associated with it. Sarah 
herself remarked this, even in the anguish of the moment. 

" My very heart knows and loves the word,'' she said. 
" Oh ! why is it that I am to suffer this V Is it possible that 
the empty name Is all that's left me afther all ? Mother, 
come here — I am pleadin' for my father now — you pleaded 
against him, but I always took the weakest side — here is 
God now among us — you must stand before Him — look yonr 
daughter in the face, an' answer her as you expect to meet 
God, when you leave this throubled life ; tmth — truth n 
mother, an' nothin' else. Mother, I am dyin'. Now, as Qod 
in to judge you, did jtju ever bve my father as a wife 
ought ? " 

■There was some irresistible spirit, some unaccountable 
BT, in her manner and language — such CMimmand and 






•• HUx'ft." siud Sarah, ** tak* this — ^I remsniber seein' j 
our. nimt^ TiUTRthor nrn tbtt long ago — take this lock ol 
hau — 1 think you will gst a pair of scissars on the coni 
th» ahelf— cmt it nff irit^TDnr own liaiidB: let it be sentti 
h^bssy an* irian'-s he's djin^ a diagraoefiil death, lethim i 
it aort hie: inart : and ^wiierervr he^s to be baiied, Irt 
have this boned with him. Let whoerer willgiveittol 
nj that it oomeB from Sarah, an^ that if she m^as aUej 
wovtld be vith him through shame, an' disgrace, an' dd 
that ahe'd eapport him as wM as she conld in his tnMl 
that she'd soorn the winid for him ; an' that because he^ 
onoe in his life that he loved her; she'd forgive him I 
thousand times, an' would lay down her life for him." ' 

" You would do that, my noble girl," exclaimed Have, \ 
a choking voice. i 
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j* And above all thinga," proceeded Sarah, " let him be tould 
a be done, that Sarah said to him to die without fear — 
r it up like a man and not like a coward — to look man- 
y about him on the very scaffold — an' — an' to die as a man 
■ht to die — bravely an' without fear — bravely an' without 

' voice and strength were, since the last change that 
e observed, both rapidly sinking, and her mother, anxious, 
ossible, to have her forgiveness, again approached her and 

i''Dear Sarah, you are angry with me? Oh! forgive me — 

k I not your mother ? " 

e great girl's resentments, however, had all passed, aod 

1 business of her life and its functions she felt were now 
—she said so,— 

"It's all over, at last now, mother," she replied; "I have no 
anger now — come and kiss me. Whatever you have done, you 
are still my mother. Bless me— bless your daughter Sarah. I 
have nothing now in my heart but love for everybsdy ; tell 
Nelly, dear Mave, that Sai-ah forgave her, an' hoped that she'd 
forgive Sarah. Mave, I trust you an' he will be happy — that's 
my last wish, an' teU him so. Mave, there's sweet faces about 
me, sich as I seen in the shed ; they're smilin' upon me — 
smilin' upon Sarah — upon poor hasty Sarah M'Gtowan, that 
would have loved every one. Mave, think of me sometimes ; 
an' let him, when he thinks of the wild girl that loved him, 
look upon you, dearest Mave, an' love you, if possible, botther 
for her sake. These sweet faces ia about me again. Patlier, 
I'll be before you ; but die — die like a man." 

Whilst uttering the last few sentences, which were spoken 
with great difBculty, she begitn to pull the bedclothes about 
with her hands, and whilst uttering the last word, her beauti- 
ful hand was slightly clenchod, as if helping out a sentiment 
ao completely in acoordance with her brave HpiHt. These 
motions, however, ceased suddenly ; she heaved a deep 
and tho troubled spirit of the kind, the generous, the 
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bat affeoiioiiate Sarah MH3owan— as we dull edU bar sffl— ; 
pMnd away to anothar and, we tmat, a bettor lifio. 
Btomia of her heart and brain were at zest for ever. 

Xhofl perished in early li&one of thoeecreatnzeB, thati 
times seem as if they were placed by mistake in a 
sphere of existence. It is impossible to say to what a 
of moral grandeur and true greatness^ onltore and edi 
mi^t have elevated her, or to say with what brillianQy 
virtues might have shown, had her heart and aflSaotioDS 
properly cultivated. Like some beautiful and li 
flower, however, she was permitted to run into wildness 
'disorder for want of a guiding hand ; but no want, xioi 
of training, could ever destroy Its natural deUoai^, nor 
vent its fragranoe from smelling sweet, even in the 
situation where it was left to pine and die. 

There is little now to be added. " ISme, the 
passes not in vain even over the abodes of vrretchednesB 
misery. The sufferings of that year of fiunine we have 
deavoured to bring before those who may have the power 
their hands of assuaging the similar horrors which have- 
visited our country in this. The pictures we have given 
not exaggerated, but drawn from memory and the terribl 
realities of 1817. 

It is unnecessary to add, that when " sickness," and tb 
severity of winter passed away, our lovers, Mave and yomn 
Condy Dalton, were happily married, as they deserved to b 
and occupied the farm from which the good old man ha 
been so unjustly expelled. 

It was on the first social evening that the two familie 
now so happily reconciled, spent together subsequent to tl 
trial, that Bartle Sullivan gratified them with the followix 
account of his history : — 

" I remimber fightinV^ he proceeded, " wid Condy on th 
night, and the devil's own buUiah battha he was. We wei 
into a comer of the field near the Grey Stone, to decide it. A 
at wanst I forgot what happened, till I found myself lyi 
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^^Eoao&i' wid the M'MaboBs of Edenberg, that Uved ton or 
^Hslve miles beyant the mountaias, at the foot of Cammore. 
^^pey knew me, and good right they had, fori had beenspakin' 
^H'their sisther' Shibby, but she ^asa't for me at the time. 
^^boQgh I was ready to tick my own shadow about her, God 
^Hdws. Well, you see, I felt disgraced at bein' beaten by Con 
^Hlton, and I was fond of her, so what 'ad you have of as but 
^^KWa went together to America, for you see she promised to 
^^■rry me if I'd go. They had taken me up on one of their carts, 
^Hnkin'I was dhronk, to lave me, for safety, in the next neigh- 
^^■r'a house we came to. Well, she an' I married when we got 
^HCoston ; but Qod never blessed us wid a family ; and Toddy 
PSne, who tuk to the life of a pedlar, came back af ther many a 
long year, with a good purse, and lived wid U3. At last I 
begun to long for home, and so wa all came together. The 
Prophet's wife was wid us, an' another passenger toald me 
that Con, here, had been suspected of murdherin' me. I got 
□nwell in Liverpool, but I seat Toddy on before me to make 
their minds aisy. As we wor talkiu' over these matthers, I 
happened to mention to the woman what I bad seen the night 
the carman was murdhered, and I wondhered at the way she 
looked on heariu' it. She went on, but afther a time came 
back to Liverpool for me, an' took the typhus on her way 
home ; bat, thank God ! we were all in time lo clear the inno- 
cent and punish the guilty; ay, an' reward the good, too 
eh, Toddy?" 

"I'll give Mave away," replied Toddy, "if there wasn't 
BDOther man in Europe ; an' when I'm puttin' your hand into 
Con's, Mave, it won't be an empty one. Ay, an' if yoor friend 
Sarah, the wild girl, bad lived — but it can't be helped — death 
takes the young as well as the oald, an' may God preptire na 
all to meet Him." 

Young Eichard Henderson's anticipations were unfortu- 
nately too true. On leaving Mr. Travers'a ofl&ce, he retorned 
home, took his bed, and in the course of one short week 
{«id, by a. kind of judicial punishment, the fatal penal 
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his contemplated profligacy. His father survived him only 
few months, so that there is not, at this moment, one of th 
name or blood of Henderson in the Grange. The old mai 
died of a quarrel with Jemmy Branigan, to whom he left i 
pension of fifty pounds a year ; and truly the grief of hi 
aged servant after him was unique and original. 

" What's to become of me ? " said Jemmy, with tears in hi 
eyes ; " I have nothing to do, nobody to attend to, nobody t 
fight with, nothing to disturb me or put me out of timper : 
knew, however, that he would stick to his wickedness to tl 
last, an' so he did, for the devil tempted him, out of she« 
malice, when he could get at me no way else, to lave me fift 
pounds a year to keep me aisy ! Sich revenge an' villany \ 
a dyin' man was never heard of. Grod help me, what am I ' 
do now, or what hand will I turn to ? What is there befa 
me but peace and quietness for the remainder of my life ? b 
I won't stand that long — an' to lave me fifty pounds a-ye 
to keep me aisy I God forgive him ! " 

The Prophet suflfered the sentence of the law, but refua 
all religious consolation. Whether his daughter's messa 
ever reached him or not, we have had no means of ascertai 
ing. He died, however, as she wished, firmly, but sullen! 
and as if he despised and defied the world and its laws. ] 
neither admitted his guilt, nor attempted to maintain ] 
innocence, but passed out of existence like a man who \^ 
already wearied with its cares, and who now felt satisfi' 
when it was too late, that contempt for the laws of God a 
man never leads to safety, much less to happiness. His oi 
observation was the following : — "When I dreamt that you 
Dalton drove a nail in my coffin, little I thought it would c 
this way." 

We have simply to conclude by saying that Roddy Dun( 
was transported for perjury ; and that Nelly became a vot* 
or devotee, and, as far as one could judge, exhibited someth; 
like repentance for the sinful life she had led with the Propl 



/ 



(X)NSER\ 



HARVARD COIMBOE 
UBRARY 







